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MISS  BLANCHARD 


It  was  already  a  music-loving  school  to  which  Miss  Blanchard  came  in  1927.  Miss 
Gascoigne  loved  music  and  was  herself  a  fine  musician.  She  loved  to  hear  the  children 
sing  and  she  brought  in  Miss  Blanchard. 

The  children  sang  and  they  have  been  singing  ever  since.  Everything  in  the  school 
is  conducted  to  the  sound  of  music.  A  chord  on  the  piano  brings  the  school  to  silence, 
the  first  notes  of  a  march  start  them  moving.  When  particularly  happy,  the  girls  learn 
a  new  anthem  —  as  when  we  moved  into  the  new  school  —  when  feeling  deeply  they 
still  sing.  Very  often  then  it  is  Jerusalem.  Each  year  comes  to  an  end  with  the  sound  of 
The  Road  to  the  Isles  (the  reason  is  lost  in  the  mists  of  time).  The  familiar  hymns 
appear  at  the  weddings  of  the  Old  Girls.  The  Study  singing  has  become  an  integral  part 
of  life. 

There  are  so  many  happy  occasions  to  remember;  the  piano  recitals  always  kept 
so  simple  and  so  relaxed,  beginning  with  wee  things  and  ending  with  girls  who  may  go 
on  to  make  music  a  career.  There  were  the  Lower  School  mornings  for  parents,  and  the 
expressions  of  the  mothers  as  their  children  sang  the  carols  they  themselves  had  learned 
under  the  same  direction.  The  Christmas  concert  has  become  an  event  important  to  the 
whole  of  the  large  Study  family.  We  may  remember  with  horror  the  traffic  jams  in  the 
old  school  and  with  regret  the  parking  tickets  at  the  new  one,  but  we  will  always  re¬ 
member  with  happiness  the  music  we  have  heard  there  —  Bach  and  Handel,  Purcell 
and  Britten  —  the  pupil  who  has  taken  part  through  the  years  has  by  heart  some  of  the 
finest  works  written.  The  same  is  true  of  the  closing  service,  where  the  best  of  devotional 
music  is  sung  with  the  feeling  which  denotes  understanding. 

We  are  selfish  enough  to  feel  that  the  most  important  part  of  a  teacher’s  work  is  done 
within  the  school,  but  we  have  been  proud  on  occasion  to  go  outside.  It  has  given  us 
pleasure  in  recent  years  to  accept  invitations  to  provide  music  for  religious  services;  the 
most  recent  was  this  spring  at  the  Church  of  St.  Andrew  &  St.  Paul.  It  was  The  Study 
which  gave  the  Montreal  premiere  of  The  Ceremony  of  Carols  in  1952.  Our  debut  on 
radio  came  five  years  later  in  another  Christmas  programme,  when  the  Upper  School  sang 
"Rejoice  and  be  Merry",  a  Christmas  Carol  sequence  arranged  by  Cedric  Thorpe 
Davie.  The  Old  Girls  sponsored  the  making  of  two  records  which  they  sold  for  their 
worthy  purposes  (all  connected  with  ourselves).  In  the  re-establishment  of  the  Music 
Festivals,  Miss  Blanchard  has  been  a  very  active  committee  member,  and  it  seemed 
fitting  that  at  the  end  of  April,  singing  in  that  competition,  the  Upper  School  won  the 
Gifford  Mitchell  trophy.  We  point  with  quiet  pride  to  the  fact  that  the  school  does  not 
send  in  a  picked  choir:  our  musical  education  is  given  to  everyone. 

It  has  been  given  not  by  formal  instruction,  but  by  a  human  being.  How  many  little 
hands  have  been  washed,  how  many  little  hairs  have  been  tidied,  how  many  little  con¬ 
fidences  have  been  listened  to  and  little  jokes  shared?  How  many  children  have  eaten 
biscuits  from  Miss  Blanchard's  tea-tray  and  if  they  were  a  little  older  shared  the  tea. 
"What  is  the  matter  with  Mary  Jane?”.  Her  music  teacher  was  very  apt  to  know. 

Miss  Blanchard  will  be  back  at  her  piano  in  the  autumn,  but  she  leaves  in  June  the  post 
which  she  took  up  so  long  ago.  Let  us  hope  that  as  she  travels  through  Greece  a  sound 
of  singing  will  follow  her,  her  children’s  voices  singing  .  .  .  Transeamus*  .  .  . 

*From  The  Ceremony  of  Carols. 
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MISS  DICKIE 

When  Miss  Dickie  came  to  the  school  ten  years  ago,  she  was  confronted  with  a 
difficult  position,  for  her  predecessor  had  set  high  standards  for  anyone  to  follow.  With 
quiet  tact  she  accepted  the  situation  as  she  found  it  and  with  seemingly  little  effort  kept 
us  all  very  comfortable.  She  was  given  an  old  house  to  keep  in  order  and  this  she  did  very 
efficiently  despite  the  fact  that  plaster  fell  and  stairs  collapsed.  Everything  was  quickly 
tidied  up  and  mended  and  visitors  commented  on  the  neatness  of  the  school.  As  the 
school  grew,  more  and  more  people  stayed  for  soup.  Although  the  size  of  the  kitchenette 
could  not  be  increased,  everyone  was  always  fed. 

When  we  moved  into  the  new  school,  Miss  Dickie  was  absent  with  a  broken  hip. 
This  was  almost  a  blessing  in  disguise  because  she  was  spared  the  sight  of  the  dirt.  To  the 
girls  she  was  the  most  eagerly  awaited  visitor  and  there  was  no  peace  until  she  came 
on  her  crutches  to  inspect  the  new  premises.  There  was  much  joy  when  she  returned  to 
work  in  the  autumn.  Although  this  building  was  much  larger  than  the  old,  everything 
was  still  kept  as  neat  as  a  pin.  Since  there  were  more  girls,  it  meant  checking  more  boots 
and  filling  more  inkwells.  With  the  new  lunch  system,  Miss  Dickie  was  kept  busy 
collecting  lunch  lists  and  setting  tables.  During  her  recent  illness,  everyone  has  been 
clamouring  to  know  when  she  would  be  back. 

Now  we  must  say  good-bye  to  her,  with  thanks  and  best  wishes  from  all  of  us  at  the 
Study.  She  will  be  sorely  missed  and  we  hope  she  will  come  back  to  visit  the  school  often. 

K.  L.  and  A.  S. 
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STAFF  NOTES 


We  should  all  like  to  welcome  Mrs.  Fuller,  Mrs.  Reynolds,  Miss  Tedeschi  and  Mrs. 
Carr  to  the  school.  Mrs.  Fuller  replaced  Mrs.  Luke  as  the  geography  teacher,  Mrs. 
Reynolds  was  added  to  the  staff  of  the  English  department,  Miss  Tedeschi  became  our 
new  art  teacher  and  Mrs.  Carr  is  the  form  mistress  of  the  Upper  B’s. 

We  were  very  sorry  to  hear  of  the  resignation  of  Miss  Blanchard  at  the  end  of  this 
year.  We  shall  certainly  miss  her  in  the  music  room  but  we  shall  keep  in  touch  with  her 
as  she  will  be  coming  in  to  give  piano  lessons  to  her  pupils.  We  were  also  sorry  to  learn 
of  Mrs.  Fuller's  resignation.  Her  health  will  not  permit  her  to  return  to  us  next  year 
and  this  is  regretted  by  everyone.  Miss  Dickie  was  planning  to  retire  at  the  end  of  this 
year  after  many  years  of  devotion  to  the  school  but  unfortunately  she  had  to  leave  the 
school  during  the  Easter  term  to  have  an  operation  on  her  arm.  We  wish  Miss  Blanchard, 
Mrs.  Fuller,  and  Miss  Dickie  the  best  of  luck  and  hope  they  will  come  back  often  to 
visit  us.  We  wish  the  same  to  Mrs.  Carr,  whose  husband  is  moving  to  Alberta  and 
to  Miss  Kenney,  whose  family  ties  are  taking  her  back  to  Scotland. 

We  are  fortunate  to  have  Mile  Panet-Raymond,  who  has  been  in  the  French  department 
for  three  years,  to  take  Miss  Blanchard’s  place  in  the  music  department. 

Mrs.  Reynolds  will  be  absent  from  the  school  during  the  summer  term  but  we  are 
pleased  with  the  news  that  she  will  be  returning  to  us  next  year. 

The  school  was  very  sympathetic  when  we  learned  about  Mrs.  Mostyn’s  absence  during 
the  Christmas  term  to  have  an  operation.  However,  we  were  well  taken  care  of  and  we 
are  grateful  to  Mrs.  Robertson  for  looking  after  our  lunches. 

Susan  Burtch,  Sixth  Form 


TO  THE  TEACHERS 


"The  teachers  always  have  it  easy, 

They  only  have  to  teach  us!” 

But — Oh  ! — how  foolish  are  these  words 
They  have  to  try  to  "reach  us”  ! 

I  mean  to  reach  into  our  heads, 

They’re  made  of  wood  you  know; 

And  when  at  last  the  lunch-bell  rings, 
They  must  be  glad  to  go! 


With  all  the  chaos  in  the  classroom 
Why  don’t  they  go  berserk? 

For  we  do  everything  in  class 
Aside  from  doing  work!! 

And  when  the  holidays  are  here, 
The  teachers  need  them  too; 

In  fact  I  think  they  need  them  much 
More  than  we  really  do! 

Wendy  Hampson,  Lower  Fourth 


Head  Girl  - 
Sub-Head 
Games  Captain 


g>d)ool  Officials: 

. Andrea  Stewart 

. Joanna  MacLean 

. Ann  McRobie 


PREFECTS 


Susan  Burtch 
Roberta  deVries 
Jill  Johnson 
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Joanna  MacLean 
Ann  McRobie 
Andrea  Stewart 


Cbstonal  Section 


"Alle  is  buxumnesse  there,  and  bookes  for  to  rede  and  to  lerne, 
And  great  love  and  lykinge  for  each  of  hem  loveth  other.” 


Piers  Plowman 


EDITOR 

Jane  Eversfield 


EDITORIAL  COMMITTEE 


Susan  Burtch 
Roberta  deVries 
Jennifer  Dixon 
Jane  Horner 


Kate  Lewis 
Nancy  McEntyre 
Marjorie  Thom 
Barbara  White 


EDITORIAL 


"VALE" 


Looking  back  on  our  days  at  the  Study,  we  find  that  most  of  our  memories  are  now 
connected  with  the  new  building,  and,  as  our  second  home,  it  is  always  full  of  familiar 
noises  and  sights.  Recorder  music  and  the  undulating  flow  of  conversation  not  only  in 
English  but  in  French  and  sometimes  German,  are  to  be  heard  echoing  down  the  halls 
on  almost  any  afternoon  of  the  week.  Typical  scenes  we’ll  remember  are  the  almost  con¬ 
stant  activity  in  our  gymnasium  and  art  room,  and  groups  of  girls  quietly  chatting  outside 
the  library  door  before  parting,  holding  on  to  piles  of  books. 

But  this  informal,  pleasant  atmosphere  is  supported  by  real  desire  for  learning  and 
common  dedication  to  the  purpose  of  education.  It  is  really  gratifying  for  us  who  are 
leaving  the  school  to  see  the  great  enthusiasm  with  which  the  younger  girls  are  taking 
part  in  the  ever-increasing  number  of  projects.  Great  developments  in  the  music  and 
language  and  science  departments  make  us  wish  we  could  start  over  and  take  advantage 
of  these  opportunities.  For  it  is  through  such  projects  that  the  aims  of  education  are  truly 
realized.  The  most  important  purpose  of  the  secondary  school  education  is  the  stimulation 
of  intellect  and  the  retention  of  interest,  although  the  school  course  often  seems  so 
basic  and  technical  as  to  contradict  this  theory.  But  each  subject  we  study  has  its  value, 
not  only  in  its  own  right,  but  in  its  particular  effect  on  the  mind,  and  together  our  studies 
form  the  basis  of  an  education  spread  out  enough  to  create  general  knowledge  and  in¬ 
tense  enough  to  spark  interest.  It  remains  important  for  a  student  to  understand  the 
limits  of  his  course.  The  realization  itself  of  this  narrowness,  which  exists  even  at  univer¬ 
sity  level,  is  a  stimulant  to  reach  outwards. 

For  the  most  rewarding  part  of  our  education  consists  of  the  discoveries  we  make 
independent  of  guidance  and  arrived  at  through  curiosity  and  diligence.  These  ex¬ 
periments  are  not  only  satisfying,  but  necessary,  as  it  is  by  them  that  we  find  out  our 
abilities  and  develop  our  interests.  And  it  is  the  individual  propensities  that  put  flesh 
and  form  on  the  supporting  skeleton  of  basic  education  and  distinguish  each  of  us  from 
everyone  else. 

Although  we  can  forget  the  details  of  our  surroundings,  and  even  of  the  subjects 
we  studied,  the  sound  of  young  musicians  at  work  and  the  sight  of  foreign  language 
dictionaries  clutched  in  little  hands  will  remain  memories,  and  will  stand  up  in  our 
minds  as  the  fulfilling  of  the  true  purpose  of  education. 
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Prefects — left  to  right:  Sue  Burtch,  Roberta  deVries,  Andrea  Stewart,  Joanna  MacLean,  Jill  Johnson,  Ann  McRobie. 


ANDREA  STEWART 

"It  is  a  tranquil  people  who  accomplish  much.” 
Andrea,  as  Head  Girl,  goes  around  the  school  per¬ 
forming  her  daily  tasks  efficiently  and  quietly.  She  is  able 
to  take  on  innumerable  duties  at  one  time  without 
complaining.  We  all  envy  her  ability  to  organize  in  the 
school  and  in  the  classroom.  She  has  a  friendly  manner 
with  every  girl  ranging  from  the  Lower  B  to  the  Sixth 
Form.  We  have  all  profited  by  Andrea’s  intellect:  i.e. 
we  have  all  profited  from  Andrea’s  well  organized  notes. 
She  has  shown  herself  to  be  a  very  proficient  mathe¬ 
matician.  We  all  hope  that  Andrea  will  have  a  wonder¬ 
ful  time  abroad  at  Neuchatel  next  year. 

Activities:  Head  Girl,  Prefect,  Second  Basketball,  First  Basket¬ 
ball,  Senior  "B”  Ski  Teams,  Leader’s  Corps. 


JOANNA  MacLEAN 

"Common  sense  is  not  common.” 

Joanna  is  a  born  scientist  and  her  experiments  have  often 
doubled  us  over  in  fits  of  laughter.  She  has  become  noted 
for  her  interesting  spelling  and  distinctive  hand-writing 
and  has  kept  many  a  math,  class  lively  with  her  argu¬ 
ments.  She  is  always  willing  to  do  odd  jobs  and  this  has 
been  greatly  appreciated  in  her  role  as  Sub-Head  of  the 
school.  We  all  envy  her  when  she  goes  to  her  second 
home  in  Knowlton  every  Friday.  We  wish  her  all  the 
best  of  luck  next  year  and  we  know  her  great  enthusiasm 
will  be  a  wonderful  asset  to  her. 

Activities:  Sub-Head  of  the  School  and  Prefect. 
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SUE  BURTCH 

"God  knows  I’m  not  the  thing  l  should  be  nor 
am  1  even  the  thing  l  could  be.” 

Sue’s  green  eyes  are  the  envy  of  the  Sixth  Form  and 
occasionally  she  takes  them  out  and  lets  us  look  at  them. 
Her  organization  and  neatness  (especially  the  unfailing 
perfection  of  her  tunic  bow)  have  always  been  an 
inspiration  to  the  class.  We  are  going  to  miss  her  witty 
remarks  and  her  frequent  spontaneous  arguments  with 
Jill.  Sue  has  a  fondness  for  things  two  feet  high,  such 
as  kindergarten  children  and  M.G’s.  She  is  the  class 
fresh  air  fiend  and  is  continually  opening  and  closing 
windows.  Sue  is  striving  to  be  a  positive  thinker  and  her 
constant  cheerfulness  influences  everyone. 

Activities:  Prefect,  Sub-Head  of  Beta  Lambda  and  Leader's 
Corps. 


TONDRA  CARLSON 

"The  use  of  travelling  is  to  regulate  imagination  by 
reality;  instead  of  thinking  how  things  may  be,  to 
see  them  as  they  are.” 

Tondra  came  to  us  at  the  beginning  of  the  year  with  the 
reticence  and  dry  humour  characteristic  of  New  England. 
In  her  travels  she  has  been  subject  to  many  different 
climes,  including  our  own  Canadian  winter,  which  she 
finds  rather  cold.  Under  phenomenal  self-discipline 
Tondra  manages  to  subsist  on  a  bare  minimum  of 
calories;  on  this  diet  she  hopes  to  wend  her  willowy  way 
into  fashion  magazines.  In  the  usual  Monday  morning 
doldrums  Tondra’s  cheerful  smile  is  a  most  welcome 
relief.  Although  she  has  been  exposed  to  various 
educational  systems  she  has  proved  herself  able  to  cope 
with  even  the  Study. 


ROBERTA  deVRIIS 

"A  fool  cannot  be  an  actor  but  an  actor  may  play  the 
part  of  a  fool.” 

Bobby  is  hard  to  miss  as  she  lopes  through  the  corridors 
"singing”  at  the  top  of  her  lungs.  She  has  taken  her 
duties  as  a  Prefect  and  Head  of  Delta  Beta  in  her  (rather 
long)  stride.  Bobby  has  a  natural  talent  for  languages 
and  her  ability  to  use  French,  German,  and  Latin  as  well 
as  some  Dutch  and  Italian  has  provoked  much  envy 
among  us.  She  is  an  enthusiastic  singer;  without  her 
hefty  croak  the  "thirds”  might  have  been  lost.  We 
missed  Bobby’s  long  arms  and  steady  eye  on  the  basket¬ 
ball  team  this  year.  Bobby  is  going  to  study  medicine  and 
we  suspect  that  her  visits  to  the  hospital  for 
physiotherapy  are  showing  her  the  brighter  side  of  this 
profession. 

Activities:  Prefect,  Head  of  Delta  Beta.  Second  Basketball, 
First  Basketball,  Badminton  Teams. 
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JENNIFER  DIXON 


” How  sweet  and  sacred  idleness  is.” 

Jenny  is  the  Sixth  Form’s  own  private  Mme.  deFarge, 
sitting  and  knitting  feverishly  while  hatching  re¬ 
volutionary  ideas.  She  has  a  passionate  love  of  argument 
and  can  put  any  opponent  in  his  place  with  a  simple, 
Bah,  how  foolish!’’  Jenny  is  something  akin  to  a  mathe¬ 
matical  genius  and  has  taken  up  "Trig”  as  a  hobby,  of 
all  things!  She  can  be  observed  preparing  herself  for  a 
career  as  a  professional  millionairess  as  she  arranges  the 
week’s  collection  in  neat  little  stacks,  miser-fashion. 
Jenny  plans  to  study  science  at  Dalhousie  University 
next  year. 

Activities:  Sub-Head  of  Kappa  Rho  and  Co-Treasurer  of  the 
School. 


JANE  EVERSFIELD 

"With  affection  beaming  in  one  eye  and  cede  illation 
out  the  other.” 

If  it  were  not  for  Jane,  these  48  pages  would  be  blank. 
Her  perseverance,  though  sometimes  labelled  stubborn¬ 
ness,  enables  her  to  perform  comparative  miracles,  and 
her  enthusiasm  makes  it  sound  like  fun.  She  possesses 
what  we  refer  to  as  an  "artistic  temperament”,  which  ac¬ 
counts  for  her  refusal  to  cut  her  hair  or  polish  her  ox¬ 
fords.  At  Quebec  she  fell  prey  to  the  significance  of  the 
separatist  theory,  and  feels  it  her  duty  to  instruct  the  class 
in  it.  Jane  intends  to  study  modern  languages  and  has 
made  a  good  start  with  French,  German,  and  Italian. 

Activities:  Editor  of  the  Magazine  and  Sub-Head  of  Delta  Beta. 


DEIRDRE  HARRISON 

''Custom  is  the  law  of  fools.” 

If  Dee  has  any  serious  problems  she  certainly  manages  to 
hide  them  by  her  cheerful  manner  and  unique  laugh, 
with  which  we  are  now  very  familiar.  Every  morning 
Dee  and  a  friend,  with  whom  she  walks  to  school,  arrive 
and  the  day’s  chatter  begins.  We  are  all  envious  of  her 
green  eyes,  but  she  has  nothing  on  Sue  because  she  can¬ 
not  take  them  out.  Her  continuous  muttering  at  the  back 
of  the  room  provides  a  rhythmic  accompaniment  to  all 
classes.  Dee’s  ability  to  make  friends  will  always  be  a 
great  asset  to  her. 
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DIANE  HODGSON 


"It  is  better  to  wear  out  than  to  rust  out.” 

Diane  is  our  air-force  representative  and  keeps  us  well 
informed  on  the  defence  situation.  We  have  all  profited 
from  her  French  which  she  learned  to  speak  fluently 
during  a  three-year  period  in  France.  Her  amusing 
stories  are  always  accompanied  by  frantic  gestures  in  the 
proper  Gallic  fashion.  She  handles  her  responsibilities 
well  and  we  can  always  rely  on  her  to  organize  lunch  or 
to  start  grace.  Diane  is  always  on  the  move  even  if  it  is 
only  to  jump  up  and  down  in  her  seat.  She  is  an  avid 
badminton  player  for  Mu  Gamma  and  has  supported 
her  house  enthusiastically. 


JILL  JOHNSON 

"No  matter  how  long  the  river,  the  river  will  reach 
the  sea.” 

Jill  is  unique  in  that  she  is  trying  to  gain  weight  instead 
of  to  lose  it  (six  meals  a  day?).  The  problem  which 
seems  to  defeat  her  purpose  is  her  extreme  energy  which 
has  landed  her  on  both  the  basketball  and  ski  teams. 
One  may  often  find  her  deep  in  heated  arguments  or  in 
exuberant  "trig  races”  with  Sue.  Jill  has  amused  us  by 
her  inability  to  communicate  with  Mme.  Little;  however 
she  has  created  her  own  personal  sign  language  which 
enables  her  to  overcome  this  difficulty.  In  spite  of  her 
pessimism,  we  are  sure  that  Jill  will  succeed  next  year 
studying  science. 

Activities:  Prefect,  Sub-Head  of  Mu  Gamma,  First  Basketball, 
Third  Basketball,  Junior  Ski,  Senior  "B”  ,  Senior  "A”  Ski 
Teams. 


MARY  MacKAY 

"Age  is  a  matter  of  feeling  not  of  years.” 

Mary  is  not  only  the  Sixth  Form’s  youngest  member  but 
she  is  also  the  only  one  who  has  gone  right  through  the 
school.  Mary’s  ability  in  mathematics  made  her  a  natural 
choice  for  co-treasurer  and  she  may  be  seen  on  Wednes¬ 
days  rolling  up  the  pennies  on  the  Sixth  Form’s  sitting- 
room  floor.  Mary  is  an  expert  skier  and  has  been  on  our 
ski  team  for  the  past  four  years.  She  has  become  a 
member  of  the  "elite”  who  commute  to  school  each 
day  since  she  moved  out  to  Mount  Bruno  last  year. 
Mary  is  planning  to  go  to  McGill  next  year  after 
spending  the  summer  abroad. 

Actitivies:  Co-Treasurer  of  the  School,  Junior,  Senior  "A”  Ski 
and  Badminton  Teams,  Leader’s  Corps. 
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NANCY  McENTYRE 


"And  l  would  that  my  tongue  could  utter  the  thoughts 
that  arise  in  me.” 

Nancy  is  an  undiscovered  genius;  she  hides  the  fact 
under  a  mania  tor  water-skiing  and  other  water  sports, 
in  which  she  indulges  with  her  characteristic  enthusiasm. 
She  has  a  fondness  for  long-term  projects  such  as  diets 
and  mass-production  of  piggy-breadboards  (for  the 
bazaar).  Sometimes  she  even  finishes  them.  We  hope 
that  Nancy’s  experience  with  teaching  Sunday-school 
has  not  discouraged  her  from  her  intention  of  becoming 
a  social  worker.  She  hopes  to  "parler  fran^ais”  next 
winter  at  a  university  in  France. 

Activities:  Head  of  Beta  Lambda,  Second  Basketball,  Badminton 
Teams,  Leader's  Corps. 


ANN  McROBIE 

"We  should  he  content  with  what  we  have — - 
never  with  what  we  are.” 

l  or  Ann,  life  is  just  a  bowl  of  berries!  Her  long  walks 
to  school  every  morning  keep  her  in  condition  for  her 
strenuous  winter  skiing.  We  have  appreciated  her  sports¬ 
manship  and  good  nature  and  she  has  carried  out  her 
duties  as  games  captain  very  efficiently.  Although  Ann 
protests,  we  admire  her  blush  and  almost  year-round 
tan.  Ann's  giggle  is  often  to  be  heard  from  her  dark 
corner  near  the  back  door  of  the  room.  Ann  is  fortunate 
to  be  heading  towards  the  Alps  next  year  where  she  will 
study  at  Neuchatel  between  skiing  sprees. 

Activities:  School  Games  Captain,  Prefect,  Head  of  Mu  Gamma, 
Games  Captain  of  Mu  Gamma,  Second  Basketball,  First 
Basketball,  Senior  "A”  Ski,  First,  Second  Tennis,  Badminton 
Teams,  Leader's  Corps. 


DAPHNE  SAUNDERSON 

"Come  on  and  hear,  come  on  and  hear,  Alexander’ s 
ragtime  band.” 

Daphne  is  the  deep  member  of  our  form.  She  is  our 
authority  on  Freud  and  jazz;  however  if  she  finds  there 
is  no  future  in  this,  she  will  always  be  able  to  teach 
the  latest  dances.  She  also  loves  coffee,  as  we  found 
when  we  imported  it  to  the  Sixth  Form  room.  Her  new 
stubby  red  pony-tails  and  frantic  call  of  "Who’s  staying 
for  lunch?”  as  we  troop  down  the  stairs  for  prayers  are 
becoming  very  familiar.  She  plans  to  take  up  skiing 
seriously  this  year.  We  all  admire  her  ability  to  play 
anything  on  the  piano,  and  we  shall  greatly  miss  her, 
with  her  friendliness  and  her  entertaining  personality. 

Activities:  Second  Basketball  Team  and  Leader’s  Corps. 
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MARJORIE  THOM 

'  Human  affairs  are  like  a  chess  game:  Only  those 
ivho  do  not  take  it  too  seriously  can  be  called  good 
players.” 

Marj  is  one  of  those  non-committal  types  who  hides  her 
thoughts  behind  an  unassuming  exterior.  However,  from 
time  to  time  her  ideas  are  voiced  in  sudden  profound 
statements.  She  is  very  artistic  and  we  always  look  for¬ 
ward  to  seeing  her  newest  creations,  in  spite  of  the  in¬ 
frequency  of  their  arrival.  Her  sense  of  humour  often 
takes  the  form  of  an  occasional  quiet  chuckle  aimed  at 
some  unfortunate  member  of  the  class.  If  only  she  can 
keep  track  of  her  glasses  she  will  get  along  very  success¬ 
fully  in  the  future. 

Activities:  Head  of  Kappa  Rho. 


BARBARA  WHITE 

"Give  me  fruit,  books,  French  wine  and  fine  weather.” 

"Barby”  or  "Babs”  came  to  us  in  Lower  Third  with  an 
accomplishment  none  of  us  has  yet  attained — fluent 
Spanish.  Although  she  is  usually  quiet,  Barby  has  a  dry 
sense  of  humour  which  comes  to  the  surface  at  odd 
moments.  Barby  is  an  avid  sailor  and  skier,  and  as  long 
as  a  few  patches  of  snow  remain  she  will  match  herself 
against  the  slopes.  We  have  all  enjoyed  the  hospitality 
of  her  house,  St.  Christophe,  in  St.  Sauveur.  Barby  is  a 
connoisseur  not  only  of  wine  but  of  art  and  music  as 
well.  She  plans  to  study  in  Oxford  next  year. 


RANDI  WOHL 

"To  talk  without  effort  is,  after  all,  the  great  charm  of 
talking.” 

Randi  descended  upon  us  and  Montreal  from  Ohio  this 
year.  She  arrived  talking  and  hasn’t  stopped  since.  All 
this  should  help  her  achieve  her  goal,  the  law  —  if  the 
judge  lets  her  keep  talking  in  her  clear  mid-western 
accent.  She  is  a  bright  student,  an  accomplished 
swimmer,  but  it  has  been  suggested  that  she’s  slightly 
tone  deaf  and  has  been  seen  page-turning  instead  of 
singing.  She  has  a  strong  passion  for  cokes  and  prefers 
soft  chairs  to  hard  ones  especially  during  exams.  Randi 
has  added  a  dash  of  American  color  to  our  school  year, 
and  though  this  is  her  first  and  last  year,  we  are  sure 
she  has  left  a  lasting  impression. 
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MUSIC 


We  have  had  a  very  interesting  and  varied  musical  year.  The  Christmas  concert  was  a 
great  success  and  this  was  partly  due  to  the  warmth  and  enthusiasm  of  the  audience. 
Lower  School  began  the  evening  by  singing  "Here  We  Come  A-wassailing.”  Everyone 
was  much  impressed  by  the  descant  in  "As  I  Sat  on  a  Sunny  Bank”  and  even  though  one 
little  girl  had  trouble  holding  up  her  tights,  their  songs  were  most  enjoyable.  The  Middle 
School  sang  such  charming  carols  as  "Basque  Noel”  and  "Chanticleer”  as  well  as  old 
favourites  including,  "The  Holly  and  the  Ivy”  and  "What  Child  is  This?”  The  Upper 
School  sang  six  songs  from  "The  Ceremony  of  Carols”  by  Benjamin  Britten.  The  German 
classes  sang  two  German  carols:  "Als  ich  bei  meinen  Schafen  wacht”  and  "Morgen, 
Kinder,  wird's  was  geben?” 

After  Christmas  we  had  to  start  working  hard  for  the  "Montreal  Kiwanis  Music 
Festival”  which  took  place  the  third  week  in  April.  The  Third  forms  tied  for  second  place 
in  their  category.  The  Fourths  came  first  in  one  of  their  two  classes  and  third  in  their 
French  songs.  The  Upper  School  was  also  successful,  winning  the  Contemporary  Com¬ 
posers  Open  Class  and  tying  for  second  place  in  the  Unaccompanied  Chorus.  Having 
won  in  the  festival,  both  the  Upper  and  Middle  Schools  were  eligible  to  sing  for  the 
Gifford  Mitchell  Trophy.  Inspired  by  the  enthusiastic  performance  of  nine  other  choirs, 
the  Upper  School  threw  an  excess  of  "fuoco”  into  "This  Little  Babe”,  by  Benjamin 
Britten.  This  along  with  "There  is  no  Rose”,  by  the  same  composer,  won  the  trophy. 
We  are  indebted  to  Miss  Blanchard  for  her  devoted  interest  and  painstaking  direction. 

On  May  5th  we  were  invited  to  sing  at  the  Church  of  St.  Andrew  and  St.  Paul.  The 
anthems  were:  "Psalm  of  Praise"  by  Travers,  "The  Best  of  Rooms”,  by  Chas.  Wood  and 
the  unaccompanied  Palestrina  anthem  "Jesu,  Rex  Admirabilis”. 

We  should  like  to  thank  Miss  Jones  once  more  for  her  fine  playing  in  our  music 
classes.  We  were  happy  to  hear  that  the  adjudicator  at  the  festival  agrees  with  us  in 
thinking  that  Miss  Jones  is  a  very  good  accompanist. 

Our  special  and  warm  thanks  go  to  Miss  Blanchard  whose  enthusiasm  can  only  be 
admired.  The  Trophy  for  the  High  School  choral  singing  and  the  invitation  to  sing  at 
St.  Andrew's  and  St.  Paul's  are  a  great  tribute  to  her  teaching. 

Nancy  McEntyre,  Sixth  Form 


GEOGRAPHY 

During  the  class  of  Lands  and  Places, 

With  head  in  hands  I  dream  of  faces; 

Both  black  and  white,  yellow  and  brown, 

In  all  different  lands,  under  each  different  crown. 

In  mountainous,  "desertous”  beautiful  spots, 
Fruitful,  dry  and  withering  crops 
Are  planted  and  harvested  each  in  its  way 
Then  eaten  at  lunch  or  supper  one  day. 

The  busy  ports  and  central  towns 
Prosper  and  grow  in  leaps  and  bounds; 

Their  factories,  mines  and  summer  resorts 
Need  all  different  people  of  all  different  sorts. 

Barr  Lewis,  Upper  Fourth 
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ART 


Martha  Trower 

Prize-  u'in ning  Painting 


We  have  been  very  fortunate  to  have  Miss  Tedeschi  with  us  this  year.  Her  enthusiasm 
and  interest  in  all  school  activities  where  art  is  concerned  have  won  the  gratitude  of  the 
whole  school.  Among  her  contributions  to  the  school  is  a  small  showcase  which  she  uses 
as  a  miniature  museum. 

Numberless  posters  have  been  provided  for  all  occasions  by  the  art  classes,  and  we 
should  like  to  thank  all  the  artists.  Many  posters  were  painted  for  the  bazaar.  The  Lower 
and  Upper  Fourths  did  an  Eskimo  tableau  for  the  Grenfell  Mission,  while  the  Sixth  Form 
art  class  painted  one  for  the  Unitarian  Service  Committee,  and  many  others  also  de¬ 
corated  the  walls.  Numerous  posters  were  made  for  parents’  night  and  the  Upper  Fifth 
art  class  provided  the  Christmas  mosaic  of  six  saints. 

Again  this  year  The  Study  sent  in  imaginative  S.P.C.A.  posters,  and  we  should  like 
to  congratulate  all  those  who  won  prizes.  Wendy  Hampson  and  Addie  Malkus  won  first 
prizes  in  their  groups.  Verian  Laxton  and  Claire  Schreiber  were  awarded  honourable 
mentions. 

Many  interesting  and  artistic  media  have  been  attempted  this  year.  The  middle  and 
lower  schools  created  quantities  of  amusing  puppets.  We  have  also  worked  in  plaster 
of  Paris,  transparent  paint,  and  clay.  Mosaics  of  coloured  paper  and  bead  necklaces  were 
made.  We  are  sure  that  with  Miss  Tedeschi’s  competent  teaching  the  progress  of  the  art 
classes  will  continue. 

Marjorie  Thom,  Barbara  White,  Sixth  Form 
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Front  Row:  Edith  Bottomley,  Verian  Laxton,  Kathy  Stewart,  Gail  Flintoft,  Solly  Pepall,  Kathy  Keefer,  Norah 
Carter.  Second  Row:  Dagmar  Grey,  Anne  Johnson,  Jane  Stikeman,  Janet  Holden,  Wendy  Hampson,  Katrina 
Maclean,  Lynda  Kaplan,  Joan  Johnston.  Third  Row:  Rosalind  Pepall,  Kathy  Kerrigan,  Wendy  Kyles,  Jill  Moll, 
Sally  Sharp,  Joan  Moll,  Judy  Johnston,  Virginia  Nonneman,  Susie  Bryant.  Fourth  Row:  Pat  Davidson,  Margaret 
Ballantyne,  Stephanie  laird,  Patty  Pepall,  Deborah  Frosst,  Audrey  Nixon,  Joanne  Robertson,  Sally  Nelson, 
Nora  Hague,  Diana  Pepall.  Top  Row:  Diane  Hodgson,  Andrew  Stewart,  Ann  McRobie,  Jill  Johnson,  Daphne 
Saunderson.  Absent:  Janet  Bentley,  Sally  GrifFin,  Julia  Keefer,  Anne  I'Anglais,  Shelagh  Maclean,  Ann  Markham. 


MU  GAMMA 


House  Mistresses . 

Head . 

Sub- Head . 

Games  Captain . 


Miss  Foster,  Miss  Malachowski 
Ann  McRobie 
Jill  Johnson 
Ann  McRobie 


This  year  Mu  Gamma  has  kept  up  her  academic  standing  of  last  year  by  coming  first  in 
the  Christmas  and  Easter  Terms.  However,  it  has  been  a  tough  struggle  to  keep  ahead  of 
Beta  Lambda  and  time  will  tell  who  will  win  the  cup! 

Despite  a  weak  beginning,  Mu  Gamma  has  been  able  to  attain  second  place  in  sports 
by  the  end  of  the  Easter  Term  and  if  only  her  spirit  alone  could  carry  her  through,  she 
would  be  assured  of  a  successful  end. 

We  would  like  to  thank  all  the  members  of  the  house  for  working  so  hard,  but  also 
give  special  mention  to  Janet  Bentley,  Anne  Johnson,  Verian  Laxton,  Ann  Markham, 
Sally  Sharp  and  Kathy  Stewart. 

We  would  also  like  to  thank  Miss  Foster  and  Miss  Malachowski  for  their  helpful  advice 
and  support,  and  we  wish  Mu  Gamma  the  best  of  luck  for  next  year. 

Ann  McRobie,  Jill  Johnson 
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Front  Row:  Andrea  Knight,  Addie  Malkus,  Andrea  Copping,  Susan  Hale,  Penny  Smith,  Susan  Cape,  Gail 
Murphy,  Penny  Park.  Second  Row:  Debbie  Dixon,  Jean  Simor,  Jennifer  Colby,  Caroline  Stephens,  Alix  Ner- 
cessian,  Madie  Rider,  Mary  Ann  Ferguson,  Ellen  Horner.  Third  Row:  Janice  Hamilton,  Barbara  Francis,  Wendy 
Ronalds,  Angelika  Kater,  Katie  Maclnnes,  Robin  Knight,  Christine  Iverson,  Barbara  Tennant.  Fourth  Row:  Ricki 
Zinman,  Pegi  Bates,  Penny  Packard,  Julia  Case,  Mary  Pat  Stephens,  Roslyn  Horwood,  Jocelyn  Colby,  Gail 
Gentles.  Fifth  Row:  Joel  Pootmans,  Linda  Jeffery,  Judy  Rotherham,  Rosamond  Collyer,  Sherry  Cushing,  Jane 
Horner,  Caroline  Henwood.  Top  Row:  Tondra  Carlson,  Jennifer  Dixon,  Marjorie  Thom,  Barbara  White. 
Absent:  Jorie  Adams. 


KAPPA  RHO 


House  Mistresses . 

Head . 

Sub-Head . 

Games  Captain  - . 


Miss  Marshall,  Mrs.  Reynolds 
Marjorie  Thom 
Jennifer  Dixon 
Caroline  Henwood 


In  spite  of  all  our  efforts,  Kappa  Rho  has  been  unable  to  get  the  cup  for  scholastic 
achievement  this  year.  However,  we  are  sure  that  nearly  every  girl  did  her  best  to  con¬ 
tribute  to  the  standing  of  the  House  (return  .  .  .  return).  But  we  are  extremely  grateful 
to  Jean  Simor,  Mary  Ann  Ferguson  and  Pegi  Bates  for  their  outstanding  academic  efforts. 

We  wish  to  welcome  to  the  ranks:  Roslyn  Horwood,  Gail  Gentles,  Tondra  Carlson  and 
the  Lower  Thirds. 

Our  thanks  are  given  to  "Cab”  Henwood  as  a  very  competent  and  keen  Games  Cap¬ 
tain.  We  hope  that  Kappa  Rho  will  be  successful  both  in  the  swimming  meet  and  at 
sports  day. 

We  welcome  Mrs.  Reynolds  as  our  new  House  Mistress  and  we  wish  to  thank  both  her 
and  Miss  Marshall  for  their  kind  support. 


Marjorie  Thom,  Jennifer  Dixon 
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Front  Row:  Beth  Lewis,  Diane  Lafleur,  Claire  Schreiber,  Suzanne  Clark,  Elizabeth  Little,  Sally  Kemp,  Lynn 
Birks.  Second  Row:  Barr  Lewis,  Betty  Sazie,  Leslie  Gould,  Gail  Lingard,  Judy  Fisher,  Kathleen  Kirkpatrick, 
Monica  Keator,  Sarah  Larratt  Smith,  Kathy  Gould.  Third  Row:  Mary  Lyman,  Sally  Baxter,  Susan  Fisher,  Jane 
Birks,  Patty  McLernon,  Judy  Bonnar,  Cristie  French,  Gail  Victor,  Andrea  Thompson,  Hmda  Schreiber,  Jennifer 
Hill.  Fourth  Row:  Louisa  Mathias,  Beverley  Birks,  Penny  Dolman,  Lizette  Gilday,  Cindy  King,  Kate  Lewis,  Susan 
Baxter.  Top  Row:  Barbara  Birks,  Jane  EversField,  Roberta  deVries,  Randi  Wohl,  Joy  Thompson.  Absent:  Xenia 
Kirkpatrick,  Anne  Little,  Cathy  Peters,  Angela  Pyke. 


DELTA  BETA 


House  Mistresses  -----  Mrs.  Scott,  Mile  Panet-Raymond 

Head . -  -  -  Roberta  de  Vries 

Sub-Head . -  -  Jane  Eversfield 

Games  Captain . Joy  Thompson 


Again  we  heave  a  sigh  as  the  scholastic  cup  is  snatched  up  by  another  house,  and  we 
limp  into  June  with  a  blush.  Although  w'e  seem  to  abound  in  enthusiasm,  as  indicated  by 
the  glee  with  which  we  have  been  collecting  detentions,  we  have  not  even  come  into 
the  vicinity  of  the  cup.  However,  a  grateful  pat  on  the  back  should  be  given  to  Gail 
Lingard,  Kate  Lewis  and  Monica  Keator,  whose  hearty  efforts  have  saved  us  from  total 
disgrace.  And  with  a  beaming  smile  we  welcome  the  "new  bugs”  Gail  Lingard,  Mary 
Lyman,  Randi  Wohl,  and  the  Lower  Thirds,  whose  enthusiasm  has  added  a  spark  to  our 
general  outlook. 

Sports  are  a  different  story,  and  in  that  area  of  endeavour  we  have  enjoyed  an  en¬ 
couraging  amount  of  success.  We  made  up  for  a  slow  start  by  leaping  into  second  place 
in  the  Easter  term,  and  although  we  are  losing  ground  in  April,  a  miracle  may  happen  at 
Sports  Day  or  at  the  Swimming  Meet. 

We  congratulate  Mrs.  Scott  and  Mile  Panet-Raymond  on  their  patience  with  us,  and 
sincerely  thank  them  for  their  encouragement.  Although  Fortune  has  turned  her  beady 
eye  in  another  direction  this  time,  there  is  no  reason  for  despair.  According  to  all  the 
applicable  laws  of  physics  and  chance,  next  year  the  glory  should  be  ours. 

Roberta  de  Vries,  Jane  Eversfield 
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Front  Row:  Carol  Hannaford,  Danielle  Kraus,  Jane  Meagher,  Virginia  Morse,  Gail  Johnston,  Gail  Hannaford, 
Susan  MacKenzie.  Second  Row:  Ann  Esdaile,  Roxane  Shaughnessy,  Carolyn  Kerrigan,  Elspeth  MacKay,  Ann 
Norsworthy,  Ann  Yuile,  Anne  Common,  Gail  Murphy,  Nina  Fialkowski.  Third  Row:  Susan  Clapham,  Clare 
Porteous,  Amanda  Shaughnessy,  Joann  Egar,  Kathy  Common,  Carol  Norsworthy,  Susan  Rose,  Patricia  Shannon. 
Fourth  Row:  Anne  de  Martigny,  Claire  Marler,  Judith  Stewart,  Desi  Dillingham,  Holly  Nelson,  Lynn  Markham, 
Nancy  Savage.  Fifth  Row:  Joan  Traversy,  Sheila  MacLean,  Eleanor  Fleet,  Judy  Parish,  Martha  Trower,  Betty 
Finme.  Top  Row:  Susan  Burtch,  Deirdre  Harrison,  Nancy  McEntyre,  Joanna  MacLean,  Mary  MacKay.  Absent: 
Julia  Harris,  Cathy  Jarvis. 


BETA  LAMBDA 


House  Mistresses . Mrs.  Fuller,  Mrs.  Reiffenstein 

Head . Nancy  McEntyre 

Sub-Head . Sue  Burtch 

Games  Captain . J cidy  Parish 


This  has  been  a  rather  successful  year  for  Beta  Lambda.  Scholastically,  as  of  Easter, 
we  were  a  close  second  to  Mu  Gamma.  We  are  very  grateful  to  Jane  Meagher,  Vir¬ 
ginia  Morse,  Susan  Rose  and  Nancy  Savage  whose  continuous  flow  of  excellents  has 
helped  us  achieve  this  position. 

Beta  Lambda  is  excelling  in  sports  this  year,  and  at  Easter  was  leading  the  other 
houses.  With  a  little  extra  effort  and  the  same  enthusiasm,  we  can  hope  for  victory  in 
both  the  swimming  and  sports  meets  which  would  assure  us  of  the  cup  in  June. 

We  would  like  to  extend  a  hearty  welcome  to  the  eight  new  members  of  our  house, 
who  have  done  so  very  much  to  help  us. 

We  welcome  Mrs.  Fuller  as  the  new  House  Mistress  and  would  like  to  thank  both  her 
and  Mrs.  Reiffenstein  for  their  appreciated  support  and  counsel. 

We  wish  you  continued  success  next  year. 

Nancy  McEntyre,  Sue  Burtch 
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THE  SCHOOL  CHARITIES  1962T963 


The  annual  school  bazaar,  which  was  held  on  October  24,  was  a  great  success  and  our 
net  gain  was  $2,323.00.  The  Sixth  form  decided  that  it  would  be  a  good  idea  to  send  part 
of  the  proceeds  overseas  and  give  the  other  part  to  Canadian  organization  for  work  in 
Canada.  We  sent  $1,300 -to  the  Unitarian  Sendee  Committee  for  use  in  Hong  Kong, 
Korea  and  India.  Dr.  Lotta  Hitschmanova  from  the  U.S.C.  spoke  to  us  and  showed  a 
film  of  the  U.S.C. ’s  work  in  these  places,  and  I  am  sure  that  everybody  agrees  that  this 
was  money  well  spent.  We  sent  the  rest  of  the  proceeds  to  the  Grenfell  Mission  for  its 
work  in  northern  Canada  and  Labrador  and  we  greatly  appreciated  Mrs.  Davidson's 
coming  to  tell  us  about  the  Mission. 

It  was  decided  that  we  should  keep  on  supporting  our  foster  child,  Theresa  Picossi, 
even  though  she  is  seventeen,  which  is  usually  considered  the  maximum  age  for  a  foster 
child.  This  year  we  sent  her  some  clothes  at  Christmas  and  $60  before  Easter. 

This  year  the  Sixth  form  decided  to  send  $200.00  to  the  School  for  Retarded  Children. 
Early  in  the  year  some  of  us  went  to  see  the  school  and  meet  the  children.  The  children 
were  charming  and  very  friendly  and  several  wanted  to  do  the  'twist'  with  us.  The  visit 
was  very  interesting  and  informative  and  we  feel  that  our  donation  will  be  very  useful 
to  them. 

In  the  first  term  there  was  a  collection  for  the  Red  Feather  and  before  Easter  one  for 
the  Combined  Health  Appeal  and  Red  Cross.  We  sent  $200.00  to  each  of  these  charities. 

At  Christmas  we  made  up  baskets  for  the  needy  families  of  crippled  children  and  in 
the  summer  term  we  sent  a  package  of  books  to  Nigeria  where  they  are  badly  needed. 

The  weekly  collection  goes  to  support  the  Patricia  Drummond  Cot  in  the  Montreal 
Children’s  Hospital.  In  March  we  sent  $160.00  which  will  supply  a  bed  for  a  needy 
child  for  one  year. 

Mary  and  I  have  enjoyed  being  treasurers  this  year  and  we  are  extremely  grateful  for 
the  support  and  cooperation  we  have  been  given. 

Jennifer  Dixon,  Sixth  Form 


"Boothbay  Harbour”,  Photograph  Contest  (tied) 
Janice  Hamilton 
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THE  GUIDED  TOUR 


How  many  of  you  have  been  on  a  Guided  Tour?  Those  of  you  who  have,  can  you 
honestly  say  that  you  enjoyed  it?  I  have  been  on  guided  tours  on  various  occasions  and 
I  must  say,  the  things  which  stand  out  most  in  my  memory  are  the  guide’s  yellow  teeth, 
and  the  sensation  of  tired,  aching  feet.  I  suppose  this  is  rather  a  superficial  viewpoint,  and 
I  ought  to  have  paid  more  attention  to  the  actual  tour,  but  I  feel  that  it  is  terribly  dif¬ 
ficult  to  find  the  "deeper  meaning”  of  a  painting  or  statue,  with  some  forty  people 
breathing  down  my  neck,  and  wondering  when  their  next  cup  of  tea  is  coming.  Actually, 
it  seems  to  me  that  the  whole  apparent  aim  of  The  Guided  Tour  is  to  see  the  most  in  tbe 
shortest  time,  with  maximum  discomfort,  and  the  loss  of  as  many  essential  articles  as 
possible.  These  last  two  statements,  I  feel,  could  be  backed  up  by  statistics  on  the  number 
of  aspirins  and  Dr.  Scholl’s  Foot  Pads  employed,  and  the  number  of  umbrellas,  hats, 
rubbers,  guide  books,  and  even  shoes  lost  by  guided  tour  addicts. 

The  Guided  Tour  is  not  only  uncomfortable  ...  it  is  frequently  a  fraud.  I  once  took 
a  guided  tour  through  Holland,  to  the  picturesque  villages  of  Marken  and  Vollendam. 
These  are  noted  for  the  fact  that  the  people  "wear  their  colorful  native  costumes,  and 
adhere  to  their  primitive  ways”.  Well,  they  certainly  do  wear  native  costume  ...  as  soon 
as  the  tourist  boat  comes  into  view,  they  slip  their  colourful  garments  on  over  their 
modern  dresses  and  suits.  As  I  stepped  from  the  old  fishing  boat  which  had  brought 
us  to  the  island,  I  saw  one  of  the  "unspoiled  native  women”  slipping  her  pressure  cooker 
under  the  bed,  and  hauling  out  the  old  butter  churn.  Perhaps  it  is  this  experience  that 
explains  my  aversion  to  the  guided  tour. 

But  I  think  that  the  chief  of  my  grievances  against  the  guided  tour  is  the  unwritten 
law,  "At  all  costs  we  must  not  mingle  with  the  natives".  After  all,  the  whole  purpose  of 
travel  is  to  broaden  one’s  mind  with  the  ideas,  cultures,  and  viewpoints  of  people  of 
another  land,  and,  if  possible,  to  give  them  a  glimpse  of  how  Canadians  think.  This 
purpose  is  very  successfully  defeated  by  the  guided  tour,  in  which  there  is  virtually  no 
contact  with  the  local  inhabitants.  My  aunt  tells  me  of  the  time  she  once  managed  to  stay 
in  Paris,  living  in  an  American-owned  hotel,  eating  American-style  food,  never  speaking 
French,  and  associating  with  exactly  the  same  type  of  people  as  she  knows  over  here. 
She  was  on  a  guided  tour.  If  this  is  travelling,  Fd  just  as  soon  stay  home,  thank  you. 

But  perhaps  Fm  not  really  being  fair,  and  I’m  sure  there  are  points  in  favour.  A 
guided  tour  can  be  a  marvellous  substitute  for  a  "Lonely  Hearts  Club”,  and  I  suppose, 
for  some,  it  is  preferable  to  travelling  alone.  If  one  has  only  a  short  time  in  which  to 
visit,  and  wishes  to  see  as  much  as  possible,  then  a  guided  tour  would  be  just  the  thing. 
Also,  I  feel  it  is  true  that  someone  on  a  guided  tour  has  more  opportunity  to  absorb  the 
history  of  the  place  he  is  visiting.  But  here  a  word  of  caution  .  .  .  Take  everything  the 
Guide  says  with  a  grain  of  salt.  As  an  example  .  .  .  my  father  tells  me  that,  during  his 
college  days,  he  used  to  drive  a  sightseeing  bus  out  in  Banff,  Alberta.  Frequently,  the 
passengers  asked  him  the  name  of  some  landmark,  and  he  didn’t  off-hand  know  what 
it  was  called.  To  keep  the  passengers  quiet,  he  christened  it  on  the  spot  Laird  Mountain, 
Laird  River,  Lake  Laird,  or  what-have-you !  However,  this  is  an  exception,  I  hope,  and 
I  do  feel  that  most  guides  know  their  material,  or  at  least  have  it  well  memorized. 

But  I  must  not  overlook  the  most  important  advantage  of  The  Guided  Tour.  That  is, 
it  can  keep  one  up  with  the  Joneses  for  quite  some  time.  On  a  guided  tour  of  Europe, 
for  example,  one  will  have  ’done’  satisfactorily  any  place  that  could  ever  crop  up  in  a 
name-dropper’s  vocabulary.  And  you  needn't  even  worry  if  the  Joneses  next  decide  to 
take  up  elephant  hunting  in  deepest  Africa  .  .  .  you  can  take  a  Guided  Tour  through 
the  jungle  ...  a  17-day  return  trip,  via  T.C.A.,  for  only  $40  down.  But  you’d  better 
hurry  and  take  advantage  of  this  offer,  for  I  hear  from  inside  sources  that  Thomas  Cook 
is  planning  in  the  near  future  to  replace  the  elephants  with  greyhound  buses! 

The  Study  Old  Girls’  Association  Stephanie  Laird,  Upper  Fifth 

Prize  for  Public  Speaking 
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The  Christmas  spirit  was  well  launched  this  year  by  the  Lower  Fifth’s  production  of  a 
Nativity  Play.  Pegi  Bates  was  an  awe-inspiring  Angel  Gabriel  while  Kathy  Common 
portrayed  a  very  maternal  and  human  Mary.  The  march  of  the  "Three  Kings”  and  their 
iittle  pages  was  heralded  by  a  roll  of  drums  and  the  mystical  atmosphere  was  intensified 
by  the  haunting  notes  of  Gail  Lingard’s  recorder.  Thanks  to  the  effective  lighting,  a 
feeling  of  other-worldliness  pervaded  the  stage.  Our  congratulations  are  extended  to 
Mrs.  Reynolds  for  producing  such  a  moving  interpretation  of  the  age  old  story. 

Miss  Malachowski  and  her  students  of  German  were  agreeably  surprised  by  an 
ambitious  undertaking  of  Wendy  Hampson’s.  This  talented  Middle  School  girl  with  the 
help  of  Robin  Knight  wrote  and  directed  an  interesting  description  of  Christmas  in 
Germany.  The  deftness  with  which  the  Lower  Fourth  German  students  handled  their 
parts  in  spite  of  the  language  barrier  was  most  impressive.  Anne  Esdaile  as  Narrator 
and  Nina  Fialckowsky  as  St.  Nicholas  are  both  to  be  applauded  for  their  performances. 

Certainly  the  rest  of  the  school  will  agree  with  us  that  the  dramatics  groups  this  year 
have  not  shown  themselves  to  be  lacking  at  all  in  either  ingenuity  or  talent. 

Jane  FIorner,  Kate  Lewis,  Upper  Fifth 


“  MAITRE  CHEZ  LUI?" 

At  this  moment  Quebec,  and  indeed  all  of  Canada,  is  undergoing  changes  of  such 
significance  that  they  are  catching  the  attention  of  the  Western  world.  Rankling  problems 
which  until  now  had  been  ignored  by  many  people  are  finally  being  brought  to  their 
attention;  political  crises  are  occurring  which  make  Quebec’s  future  unpredictable  and 
exciting;  literary  and  artistic  revivals  are  spreading  over  the  province;  two  of  the  world’s 
most  powerful  countries  are  awaiting  with  interest  a  Canadian  decision  on  nuclear  arms 
and  for  present-day  Quebecers,  who  may  be  living  through  one  of  Quebec’s  most  de¬ 
cisive  epochs,  it  is  a  time  of  suspenseful  anticipation.  So  many  issues  have  been  coming 
to  a  head  in  Quebec  during  the  past  few  years  that  a  decisive  historical  change  would 
seem  inevitable  within  the  next  five  years,  but  who  can  tell  what  form  this  change  will 
take? 

I’rench  Canadians  are  rightly  resentful  of  the  many  indignities  to  which  they  are  sub¬ 
jected  by  the  English  Canadians,  and  this  resentfulness  is  causing  the  changes  for  the 
better  which  have  recently  taken  place  in  Quebec,  and  made  more  likely  the  hundreds 
of  vital  changes  which  are  still  so  necessary.  For  the  French  feeling  of  inferiority  is 
producing  an  urge  in  the  French  to  prove  themselves,  and  this  takes  different  forms  at 
different  levels  of  French  Quebec.  To  quote  M.  Jean  Lesage,  "decisions  are  being  made  in 
this  world  without  them  (French  Canadians)  having  a  chance  to  express  their  views 
even  if  these  decisions  affect  them  closely.  For  these  reasons  the  time  has  come  to  create 
economic  institutions  allowing  our  people  to  assert  themselves.”  This  is  the  attitude 
taken  by  the  educated,  who  feel  that  the  problem  is  an  economic  one.  The  alternative 
view  is  represented  by  the  separatist  movement.  The  most  obvious  necessity  is  for  the 
English  to  wake  up  to  the  fact  that  there  are  two  nations  in  Canada,  and  learn  French, 
and  this  seems  to  be  the  central  French  Canadian  complaint,  but  French  Canadians  also 
need  economic  strength  and  equality  to  feel  able  to  compete  equally  with  the  English. 
The  unemployment  rate  in  Quebec  is  very  high.  Reforms  in  education  of  the  French 
are  vital,  to  produce  competent  businessmen,  and  at  last  some  are  being  effected,  but 
there  is  still  a  great  deal  to  be  desired  in  this,  and  in  economic  reforms.  The  United 
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States  even  want  to  export  maple  syrup  to  Canada  now,  which  shows  that  something  is  not 
right  in  Quebec!  Quebec  still  has  great  resources  and  possibilities,  and  if  these  were 
taken  advantage  of  Quebec  and  the  French  Canadians  would  prosper. 

Some  believe  that  economic  reforms  are  the  answer,  and  there  is  a  trend  in  this 
direction,  and  some  advocate  separation  from  Canada,  but  as  Opposition  Leader  Johnson 
pointed  out  recently,  separatists  never  discuss  the  money  question.  The  separatist  move¬ 
ment  has  helped  in  that  it  has  made  more  English  Canadians  aware  of  the  problem, 
but  what  would  happen  to  Quebec  if  it  ever  became  a  fact?  Dr.  Chaput,  leader  of  the 
new  Quebec  Republican  Party,  states  that:  "neither  the  nationalization  of  electricity, 
nor  caisses  populates,  nor  the  General  Finance  Corporation,  nor  bilingualism,  will  make 
us  "maitres  chez  nous."  But  would  separation?  As  a  Montreal  writer  recently  pointed 
out  jokingly,  even  if  separation  were  economically  feasible:  "Do  you  really  think  that  a 
U.  S.  in  control  of  every  other  foot  of  the  continent  would  allow  a  tiny  foreign  nation 
to  control  the  mouth  of  the  St.  Lawrence?” 

Something  has  got  to  happen  soon  in  Quebec,  and  I  believe  it  will  be  good.  Separatists 
are  in  a  minority  among  French  Canadians,  and  there  are  strong  movements  towards 
economic  improvement.  Mr.  Eric  Kierans,  president  of  the  "Bourse”,  recently  said  in  a 
talk  at  Laval  University:  "II  existe  dans  la  Quebec  une  atmosphere  subtile  d’agitation  et  de 
mecontentement  dont  la  solution  fondamentale  est  de  la  nature  economique”,  and  he  is 
not  alone  in  this  feeling.  All  over  Quebec  people  are  becoming  aware  of  economic  needs, 
and  this  is  beginning  to  have  results.  Maj.-Gen.  Walford,  first  Canadian  president  of  the 
Federation  of  the  Commonwealth  and  British  Chamber  of  Commerce,  recently  expressed 
a  feeling  that  French-speaking  Canadians,  who  have  long  been  having  an  artistic  and 
literary  upsurge,  are  now  determined  to  become  active  in  industrial  and  commercial 
fields.  Quebec  is  developing  such  a  drive  that  it  may  outstrip  the  other  provinces.  If  to 
this  could  be  added  the  complete  cooperation  of  English  Canadians,  including  a  bilingual 
Federal  government  and  certain  necessary  changes  in  the  B.  N.  A.  Act  to  bring  it  up 
to  date,  bi-national  anti-confederationist  Canada  could  become  a  bi-cultural  united 
Canada,  meeting  her  international  problems  with  greater  ease  and  decision. 

Alexander  Hutchison  Essay  Competition  Barbara  White,  Sixth  Form 

Senior  Prize 


” Look  What  I  Got”,  Photograph  Contest  (tied) 
Robin  Knight,  Lower  Fourth 
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LAUGHTER 


When  you  go  to  bed,  why  don't  you  look  back  and  see  the  different  ways  you  and 
other  people  have  laughed  that  day?  1  did  that  once  and  found  it  most  amusing! 

My  name  is  Edward  P.  Landon,  a  lawyer.  On  this  particular  day  my  dog  woke  me  up 
by  pulling  and  biting  my  ears.  I  tried  to  scohi  him  but  I  couldn’t  help  laughing  to  myself. 

1  then  went  downstairs  where  my  wife  was  cooking  breakfast.  I  drank  my  coffee  and 
it  had  a  very  queer  taste.  Then  1  ate  my  cereal  and  it  tasted  salty.  1  then  examined  the 
sugar  and  Lo  and  Behold,  my  wife  had  filled  the  sugar-bowl  with  salt.  We  both  had  a  very 
good  laugh. 

I  then  went  to  my  office.  On  the  way  I  met  the  District  Attorney  who  had  lost  a  case 
a  week  ago  against  myself.  I  just  passed  him,  looking  down  at  him  (the  poor  man  was 
quite  small)  uttering  a  very  superior  laugh. 

When  I  arrived  at  my  office  my  secretary  told  me  there  was  to  be  a  lecture  on  a  certain 
point  of  law.  I  went.  The  lecturer  was  a  young  fellow  who  laughed  nervously  while  he 
gathered  his  notes  together. 

I  found  the  speech  boring,  but  the  man  sitting  behind  me  didn’t.  He  kept  leaning 
forward  and  breathed  down  my  neck  which  tickled,  and  caused  me  to  giggle  and  my 
other  neighbours  to  stare  at  me. 

The  lecturer  tried  to  add  little  jokes  during  his  speech  which  were  most  unnatural. 
The  audience  laughed  politely. 

I  left  before  the  end  knowing  that  my  brother  was  coming  to  dinner.  While  I  was 
walking  down  a  back  alley,  a  black-leather-jacketed  boy  came  with  a  gun  and  told  me  to 
give  him  my  money  and  added  with  a  snickering  laugh: 

''You’ll  never  get  it  back!” 

I  just  knocked  him  down  and  you  should  have  seen  him  run  away.  I  laughed. 

I  arrived  home  tired  and  late.  My  brother  was  already  there.  He  gave  me  a  false  cigar 
and  thought  it  was  terribly  funny  when  it  exploded  in  my  face.  I  felt  hurt  and  cross. 
I  just  said: 

"Ha,  Ha,  very  funny!” 

That  night  I  went  to  bed  tired.  My  dog  came  and  licked  my  ear.  I  softly  laughed,  so  as 
not  to  wake  my  wife,  and  gently  put  him  with  me  in  my  bed. 


Nina  Fialkowski,  Fourth  Forms'  Essay  Prize 


THE  TRAGIC  STORY  OF  A  MOUSE 


I  met  a  mouse  in  Granny’s  house 
One  morning  in  the  attic, 

He  was  very  small  and  black  as  coal, 
And  not  at  all  athletic. 


"I’m  in  love  with  a  cat,  the  one  on  the  mat, 
Who  answers  to  the  name  of  Matilda, 

She's  big  and  grey,  and  eats  all  day, 

The  cat  of  your  grandmother  Hilda.” 


I  bent  right  close,  near  nose  to  nose 
And  asked  him,  " What's  the  matter?” 
With  tears  in  his  eyes,  little  sobs  and  cries 
He  answered,  '  I’m  mad  as  a  hatter!” 


As  I  opened  the  door  of  the  top  floor, 

Jumping,  in  came  Matilda, 

She  swallowed  the  mouse,  that  lived  in  the  house 
In  the  attic  of  grandmother  Hilda. 


Jean  Simor,  Upper  Third 


24 


A  PLACE  I  KNOW 


A  place  I  know  is  the  pond  about  one  hundred  yards  from  our  house  in  the  country. 
Originally,  it  was  dug  out  for  cows  to  drink  from  when  our  property  was  a  farm,  but 
now,  it  is  inhabited  by  frogs,  tadpoles,  salamanders,  and  water  bugs  who  play  their 
various  games  undisturbed.  Of  course,  my  brother  and  I  have  been  known  to  throw  the 
odd  rock  or  twig  in  to  see  their  reactions,  but  we  never  intend  to  hurt  them. 

At  night,  the  frogs  sing  a  croaking  lullaby  to  the  moon,  as  they  sit  among  the  tall 
bullrushes  that  grow  in  its  shallow  parts.  The  bullrushes  and  weeds  provide  an  egg- 
laying  place  for  frog  mothers,  and  a  convenient  refuge  for  the  newborn. 

In  winter,  a  sheet  of  ice  forms  over  the  pond  and  the  springs  that  feed  it,  and  I  often 
sit  in  the  window  and  wonder  what  is  going  on  in  that  place  I  know  so  well. 

Third  Form's  Essay  Prize  Penelope  Smith,  Lower  Third 


THE  FOREST  FIRE 

Crinkling,  crackling,  burning  bright, 

A  fire  is  flaming  before  my  sight. 

Warrior  of  destruction,  hope  of  man, 

Ever  since  history  ages  ago  began. 

By  rubbing  two  sticks  or  grating  one  stone, 

Its  power  and  help  to  us  was  shown. 

Flaming,  fighting  with  a  roar, 

Above  the  trees  it  soon  will  soar. 

Rangers  trace  its  tracks  on  maps, 

Birds  and  bees  are  caught  in  traps, 

Animals  flee  the  burning  sky; 

We  leave  the  future  to  God  on  high. 

Crinkling,  crackling,  burning  bright, 

Fire  is  a  foe  we  ll  always  fight. 

Prize-winning  Poem  Elizabeth  Sazie,  Upper  Fourth 


SO  EIN  KLASSE 

Ich  bin  in  Unter  Quarta  in  die  Schule.  Fraulein  Malachowski  ist  unsere  Klassen 
Eehrerin. 

Wir  alles  lieben  den  Spass.  Wir  sind  oft  in  den  Kummen ! 

Einmal  eine  Madchen  brachte  eine  Spielzeug  Maus  zu  die  Schule  und  im  Klasse  sie 
hesst  es  los.  Die  Lehrerin  liebt  das  nicht! 

Ein  andere  mal  das  Madchen  brachte  eine  Biichse.  Fraulein  Malachowski  macht  es  auf 
und — O  Himmel — die  Spielzeug  Schlange  sprang  aus!  Wir  alles  lachen  hart! 

Einmal  eine  andere  Madchen  brachte  zu  die  Schule  eine  grosse,  rote  Periicke  und  sie 
trugt  es ! 

Manchmal  wir  machen  den  Spass.  Es  gibt  viele  Spassemacher  im  der  Klasse. 

Wie  auch  immer,  wir  alles  versuchen  zu  arbeiten  hart  und  haben  auch  den  Spass! 

Language  Competition  Wendy  Hampson,  Lower  Fourth 

Middle  School  Prize 
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THE  CAKE 


Once  there  was  a  king  and  queen 
Who  ruled  the  town  ot  Sucathing. 

The  king  was  smart,  as  smart  as  clever; 

Did  he  waste  his  knowledge?  No,  not  ever. 

The  queen,  alas,  was  not  so  smart, 

Although  she  tried  with  all  her  heart 
To  be  a  pleasing  kind  ot  wife 
And  make  the  best  ot  her  sad  life. 

One  day  the  queen  made  up  her  mind. 

She  went  to  the  cook  and  stood  behind 
And  loudly  bellowed  in  her  ear, 

"Teach  me  to  cook,  my  Cooky  dear!” 

The  cook  said  yes,  the  queen  was  pleased. 

At  once  the  wooden  spoon  she  seized. 

She  grabbed  a  bowl,  some  eggs  and  flour 
And  worked  there  madly  hour  by  hour. 

At  last  she  thought  the  time  had  come, 

Cook  wasn’t  there,  she  would  have  some  fun. 

No  one  would  know,  no  one  would  guess 
She  was  in  the  kitchen  making  a  mess. 

I  know,”  she  said,  "I’ll  bake  a  cake, 

For  surely  it’s  the  easiest  to  make.” 

She  searched  for  the  kind  of  cake  one  should  cook 
And  stopped  at  page  seven  of  the  recipe  book. 


She  was  so  sure  she’d  read  it  right 
But  she  didn’t,  she  didn't  quite. 

Four  cup>s  of  flour  the  recipe  said, 

Four  cups  of  baking  powder  was  what  she  read. 

Now  baking  powder  makes  things  rise 
And  it  did  before  her  eyes. 

But  when  she  realized  her  mistake: 

Alas,  alack,  it  was  too  late. 

By  now  the  cake  was  four  feet  high 
And  slowly  rising  to  the  sky. 

The  queen  did  not  know  what  to  do; 

So  she  sat  on  top  and  she  rose  too. 

But  now  the  stupid  thing  had  stopped, 

The  bowl  it  was  in  had  nearly  popped. 

The  queen  began  to  shout  and  sing, 

And  live  minutes  later  in  came  the  king. 

There  she  was  in  her  sad  plight, 

And  I  admit  she  was  a  sight: 

Sitting  there  on  top  of  a  cake, 

Which  she  had  known  she  could  not  make. 

In  ten  whole  minutes  he  had  her  down, 

Sitting  there  upon  the  ground. 

And  the  birds  did  sing  from  every  rafter, 

While  the  king  and  queen  lived  happily  ever  after. 

Clare  Porteous,  Lower  Fourth 


IN  THE  FOREST 

They  are  clearing  the  forest  to  make  us  a  home; 

The  green  leafy  forest  where  the  red-men  roam: 
Buzz-buzz-buzz  the  saw  sings  its  song. 

Deep  in  the  forest  it  goes  all  day  long. 

The  chips  are  all  flying  like  snow  through  the  air, 
The  chopping  of  trees  must  be  done  with  great  care: 
Chop,  chop,  chop,  the  sharp  axes  fly, 

They  ring  through  the  forest,  ’til  evening  is  nigh. 

Then  in  the  distance  you  hear  a  bell  ring, 

It’s  the  one  from  the  kitchen;  the  men  start  to  sing: 
Zoom,  zoom,  zoom,  the  bulldozers  say, 

Deep  in  the  forest  at  the  closing  of  day. 

Judy  Fisher,  Upper  Fourth 


THE  SEASONS 

Spring  is  like  a  little  fairy, 

Floating  through  the  air; 

Putting  leaves  and  dainty  flowers 
On  branches  which  are  thin  and  bare. 

Summer  brings  us  hotter  weather, 

Which  we  are  so  glad  to  have; 

There  is  warmth  and  lovely  sunshine 
Which  comes  from  the  bluish  sky  above. 

Autumn  is  the  harvest  time: 

It  gets  quite  cold  at  nights; 

Bears  begin  their  hibernation 
Birds  begin  their  southern  flights. 

Winter  is  the  coldest  season, 

Bringing  with  it  falling  snow; 

People  put  on  heavy  clothing, 

For  the  wind  begins  to  blow. 

Edith  Bottomley,  Upper  Third 
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THE  CHINA  ANIMALS 


One  night  as  I  lay  in  bed  sleeping  soundly,  I  suddenly  awoke  and  found  the  moon 
shining  brightly  on  my  bed.  It  also  shone  above  my  head  on  my  shelf  of  china  animals. 
As  I  lay  in  my  bed  a  little  while  enjoying  the  moon  shining  on  my  bed,  I  heard  a  small 
tapping  and  the  sound  of  running  feet.  The  noise  was  coming  from  above  my  head;  as  I 
quietly  looked  up,  the  animals  began  to  stir  and  wander  about  on  the  shelf.  The  three 
small  horses  started  galloping  around  and  the  kittens  started  to  play  with  one  another. 
The  six  small  deer  who  were  sleeping  soundly  woke  up  and  started  to  trail  their  mother. 
The  puppies  stretched  and  barked  and  played  a  game  of  chase  with  the  kittens,  and 
all  the  other  animals  joined  in  the  fun.  The  small  flute  players  and  accordion  players 
who  were  sitting  in  the  corner  began  to  play  a  soft,  sweet  melody  as  the  animals  played 
on  the  shelf;  as  the  moon  faded  away  the  animals  stopped  and  went  back  to  the  original 
places.  From  that  night  on  I  have  never  seen  my  china  animals  come  to  life  again,  but 
maybe  they  just  came  to  life  that  night  because  I  had  had  three  helpings  of  strawberry 
shortcake  for  tea  that  day. 

Jane  Stikeman,  Loiver  Fourth 


THE  STORY  OF  A  MONGOOSE  A  MIDNIGHT  VISITOR 


There  once  was  a  Mongoose 
Whose  name  I  won’t  tell. 

He  lived  in  a  garden, 

And  all  went  well. 

But  one  day  trouble  came, 

A  cobra  snake,  Nag  by  name 

With  his  wife  and  babies  ten 

Came  to  live  in  a  snug  little  den. 

Nag  was  fierce  and  very  bad 

He  made  that  mongoose  very  mad. 

So  mad  in  fact  that  finally, 

The  mongoose  killed  him  cheerfully. 

This  made  his  wife  Nagaina  cross 
When  she  heard  of  her  great  loss, 

And  leaving  her  babies  in  a  melon  bed 
She  went  to  kill  that  mongoose,  dead. 

The  mongoose  found  the  melon  patch 
And  there,  the  baby  snakes  did  catch. 

This  done,  he  then  hurried  fast, 

Nagaina  to  kill,  it  would  be  his  last. 


I  woke — 

'Twas  nearly  midnight, 

My  room  was  dark  and  still, 

Just  brightened  by  the  moonlight 
That  crossed  my  window  sill. 

A  noise — 

I  sat  up  quickly; 

I  knew  someone  had  knocked. 

And  then  my  door  swung  open 
Although  it  had  been  locked. 

I  spoke — - 

But  no  one  answered. 

I  shuddered  once  with  fear, 
Although  my  room  was  empty, 

I  knew  someone  was  near. 

A  voice — 

A  weird  and  high  one; 

It  laughed  once  loud  and  clear. 

A  wind  then  filled  my  bedroom: 

I  fainted,  stiff  with  fear. 

I  rose — 

My  head  was  swimming. 

The  room  was  bathed  in  light, 

No  sign  was  left  revealing 
My  guest  who’d  come  that  night. 

Pegi  Bates,  Lower  Fifth 


He  caught  her  as  she  was  running  away 

And  she  dragged  him  through  the  new  mown  hay; 
In  the  hay  they  had  a  fight, 

The  mongoose  won,  but  he  looked  a  sight. 

Elspeth  MacKay,  Upper  Third 
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ODE  TO  THE  POSTMAN 


The  sixth  form  year’s  considered  pleasant. 

This  is  usually  true, 

But  there’s  one  thing  we  fear  just  isn’t: 

A  horror  that  we  all  go  through. 

Each  day  we  sift  a  pile  of  mail. 

We  lose  our  patience,  cursing  him 

Who  causes  us  so  to  bewail 

The  long  delay  that  makes  each  day  so  grim. 

The  quantity  of  time  we  spend 
In  lurking  by  the  door! 

Or  running  at  the  doorbell’s  buzz 
In  haste 
In  case 

The  postman’s  face 

Will  happily  reward  our  race 

With  an  enormous  smile, 

And  with  a  flourish  he'll  present 
The  long  awaited  mail. 

That  letter  of  acceptance  from 
The  college  of  our  choice. 

That  wrecker  of  our  patience 
And  destroyer  of  our  sleep — 

That  harbinger  of  good  or  bad 

More  frequently  compelling  us  to  weep. 

Please  send  the  cure  for  this  disease 
Our  great  impatience  to  appease: 

The  envelope,  so  fat  with  forms 
For  application  to  the  dorms. 

Oh  registrar,  executive  revered, 

Oh  lofty  St.  Peter  of  our  future. 

Why  has  your  letter  not  appeared? 

Anxious  VI  Formers 


THE  LITTLE  PEOPLE 

Once  upon  a  time,  as  I  was  walking  through  the  forest,  I  met  a  tiny  little  dog.  He  was 
very  afraid  of  me  and  ran  away  as  soon  as  he  saw  me.  I  ran  after  him,  but  he  was  so 
small  I  could  not  see  him.  I  gave  up  the  chase  and  sat  down  beside  a  large  tree.  Then  all  of 
a  sudden  I  felt  something  press  against  my  back.  As  I  looked  behind,  I  saw  a  little  door 
in  the  tree.  It  opened  slowly  and  I  saw  a  girl  no  bigger  than  a  doorbell  peep  through. 
As  soon  as  she  saw  me,  she  ran  back  into  the  house.  I  looked  through  the  crack  in  the 
door  and  saw  tiny  little  match-boxes  for  beds,  matches  for  lamps  and  thread  for  cushions. 
I  called  to  her  through  the  crack  in  a  low  voice,  so  as  not  to  scare  her.  She  called  back 
and  opened  the  door  a  little  wider.  I  told  her  to  wait  one  moment  as  I  ran  to  my  house. 
I  returned  with  some  doll’s  furniture  and  gave  it  to  her.  She  thanked  me  over  and  over 
again.  When  she  closed  the  door  I  took  one  step  towards  home  then  turned  back  to  say 
good-bye  again,  but  there  was  no  door  in  the  tree. 

Jean  Simor,  Upper  Third 
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SPORTS  REPORT 


BASKETBALL 

With  the  start  of  the  basketball  season,  the  gym  was  filled  with  players  ready  to  prove 
their  abilities.  Soon  three  teams  were  picked  from  this  group  and  others  were  ready  to 
fill  in  any  gaps.  Practices  were  attended  regularly  and  the  improvement  was  formidable. 
Many  thanks  to  the  younger  forms  who  supported  us  in  many  of  the  inter-school  games. 


First  Team 


The  first  team  started  the  season  on  the  wrong  foot,  losing  the  first  game  to  Miss 
Edgar's.  However,  thanks  to  Miss  Moore’s  coaching  we  soon  got  organized  and  won  all 
of  the  following  games  to  win  the  cup. 

Shots:  Shephanie  Laird,  Ann  McRobie  (Captain),  Audrey  Nixon,  Andrea  Stewart, 
Judy  Parish. 

Guards:  Linda  Jeffrey,  Jill  Johnson,  Joanne  Robertson,  Judith  Stewart. 

Second  Team 

The  second  team  has  proved  itself  to  be  very  capable  this  year,  winning  every  game 
and  ultimately  the  cup. 

Shots:  Sherry  Cushing,  (Captain),  Ricki  Zinman,  Joy  Thompson,  Mary  Pat  Stephens. 
Guards:  Sheila  MacLean,  Nancy  McEntyre,  Judy  Rotherham,  Caroline  Henwood. 

Third  Team 

This  year  the  third  team  has  also  been  very  successful.  They  won  all  their  games 
against  Weston  and  defeated  Trafalgar's  third  team  in  an  exhibition  match. 

Shots:  Andrea  Thompson,  Jocelyn  Colby,  Susan  Baxter  (Co-Captain),  Sally  Sharp,  Cecil 
Bryant,  Kathy  Kerrigan. 

Guards:  Patricia  Shannon  (Co-Captain),  Diana  Pepall,  Jane  Birks,  Patty  Pepall,  Cristie 
French,  Sally  Nelson. 

The  results  are  as  follows: 


1  The  Study  at  Miss  Edgar's  First  Team  15-11  loss 

Second  Team  29  -  5  win 


2  The  Study  at  Trafalgar  First  Team  36  -  28  win 

Second  Team  26  -  2  win 


3  The  Study  at  Weston 


Second  Team  23  -  4  win 
Third  Team  27  -  3  win 


4  Miss  Edgar's  at  The  Study  First  Team  35  -  18  win 

Second  Team  10-  4  win 


5  Trafalgar  at  The  Study  First  Team  36  -  16  win 

Second  Team  17-  8  win 


6  Weston  at  The  Study 


Second  Team  18  -  6  win 
Third  Team  14-  2  win 


7  Exhibition  Game: 

Trafalgar  at  The  Study  Third  Team  25  -  10  win 
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First  Basketball  Team — left  to  right;  Jill  Johnson,  Judith  Stewart,  Andrea  Stewart,  Ann  McRobie  (Captain), 
Stephanie  Laird,  Judy  Parish,  Joanne  Robertson,  Audrey  Nixon. 


Second  Basketball  Team — left  to  right;  Ricki  Zinman,  Sheila  MacLean,  Joy  Thompson,  Judy  Rotherham,  Caroline 
Henwood,  Mary  Pat  Stephens,  Joan  Traversy,  Sherry  Cushing  (kneeling). 
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We  made  three  or  four  attempts  to  have  an  exhibition  match  against  Westmount 
High  School  but  unfortunately  each  time  the  game  had  to  be  cancelled.  Perhaps  next  year! 

VOLLEY  BALL 

This  year  much  interest  was  shown  in  House  Volley  Ball.  A  great  number  of  people 
came  and  spirit  was  high.  Beta  Lambda  won  the  match  followed  closely  by  the  other 
houses. 

SWIMMING  MEET— 1962 

On  May  29th  of  1962  the  Y.W.C.A.  was  invaded  by  enthusiastic  swimmers  from  The 
Study  who  were  eager  to  compete  in  the  Annual  Study  Swimming  Meet.  The  competition 
was  keen,  for  many  people  had  been  practising  on  Tuesday  and  Thursday  afternoons 
in  the  Summer  Term  with  the  school.  Beta  Lambda  came  out  well  on  top  with  Delta  Beta 
second. 

SPORTS  DAY— 1962 

Last  year  we  were  again  fortunate  to  have  a  warm  sunny  day  in  Murray  Park  for  our 
Sports  Meet.  The  activities  consisted  of  races  and  throws.  (The  broad  jump  and  high 
jump  had  been  judged  earlier  in  gym  classes.)  This  was  the  last  big  chance  to  earn  sports 
points  for  the  cup  and  all  the  competitors  were  therefore  filled  with  much  house  spirit. 
Mu  Gamma  won  the  day  but  Beta  Lambda  came  first  in  the  point  system  of  the  year 
and  so  won  the  Sports  Cup. 

SKIING 

This  year  the  Annual  School  Girls’  Race  was  held  on  February  23rd  at  Avila  Ski 
Centre.  This  was  the  first  time  that  the  race  had  been  held  there  and  everyone  enjoyed 
the  skiing.  The  conditions  were  perfect  although  the  weather  was  rather  chilly. 

The  Study  entered  two  Senior  Teams  and  one  Junior  Team  as  it  did  last  year.  Much 
to  our  delight  the  Senior  "A”  team  tied  with  Lisgar  High  School  (last  year’s  champion), 
for  the  Senior  Shield  and  the  Junior  Team  placed  first. 

Congratulations  to  Bubby  Birks  who  came  first  in  the  Senior  Slalom  and  to  Sue  Rose 
and  Christine  Iverson  who  came  first  and  second  respectively  in  the  Junior  combined. 

After  the  race  we  were  again  offered  the  hospitality  of  the  Penguin  Ski  Club,  at  whose 
house  we  were  given  refreshments  and  were  presented  with  prizes. 

Many  thanks  to  Miss  Moore,  who  despite  the  cold  weather,  stayed  out  to  provide  us 
with  sandwiches  and  chocolate  bars.  These  were  greatly  appreciated.  Also  thanks  to  Chris 
Gibbon  who  gave  us  much  invaluable  coaching. 
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Third  Basketball  Team — left  to  right:  Diana  Pepall,  Cristie  French,  Susie  Bryant,  Andrea  Thompson,  Sally  Sharp, 
Jane  Birks,  Sally  Nelson,  Rosalind  Pepall,  Patty  Pepall,  Susie  Baxter  and  Patricia  Shannon  (kneeling). 


Senior  A  Ski  Team — left  to  right:  Holly  Nelson,  Mary  Mackay,  Jill  Johnson,  Joy  Thompson,  Barbara  Birks, 
(kneeling)  Ann  McRobie  (Captain). 
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Senior  "B"  Ski  Team — left  to  right:  Cathy  Peters,  Lizette  Gilday,  Andrea  Stewart  (Captain),  Gail  Gentles, 
Audrey  Nixon,  Kathy  Kerrigan. 


Junior  Ski  Team — left  to  right:  Barr  Lewis,  Andrea  Thompson,  Patricia  Shannon,  Hinda  Schreiber,  Christine 
Iverson,  Sally  Baxter,  [kneeling)  Susan  Rose  (Captain). 
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Tennis  Team — left  to  right:  Joy  Thompson,  Ann  McRobie,  Barbara  Birks,  Rosalind  Pepall. 


TENNIS 

Once  again  the  tennis  meet  was  held  at  the  Murray  Park  Tennis  Courts.  The  weather 
was  damp  and  cold  but  despite  this  fact,  everyone  played  well  and  cheerfully.  The  teams 
placed  second  among  the  four  schools,  losing  by  a  narrow  margin  to  Miss  Edgar's. 

BADMINTON 

We  are  looking  forward  to  playing  badminton  this  May  against  Miss  Edgar’s  and 
Trafalgar. 

Ann  McRobie,  Games  Captain 


THE  RAINDROP  PEOPLE 

Have  you  ever  wondered  where  the  rain  comes  from?  Well  it’s  the  Raindrop  People. 

They  are  little  raindrops  with  little  bright  eyes,  pink  noses,  smiling  mouths,  and  tiny 
feet  and  hands.  When  they  see  that  the  poor  thirsty  land  below  them  is  dry,  they  jump 
from  the  clouds,  like  parachutes  jumping  from  a  plane.  Soon  the  air  is  full  of  little 
raindrop  people,  more  and  more  of  them,  laughing  and  pushing  sometimes. 

When  a  lot  of  them  land  in  the  same  place,  they  form  a  puddle,  where  they  im¬ 
mediately  start  to  play,  somersault  and  sing.  Then  suddenly  they  feel  themselves 
getting  delightfully  light,  and  becoming  pleasantly  transparent  and  beginning  to  float. 
Now  comes  part  of  their  lives  they  enjoy  the  most,  for  they  swirl  as  mist  clouds  dancing 
with  the  sunbeams  until  they  reach  Heaven,  which  is  their  home,  to  start  their  lovely 
lives  all  over  again. 

Susan  Cape,  Lower  Third 
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THE  BALLAD  OF  KONATIKI 


Although  the  ocean  swells  were  rough, 
And  salty  waves  did  spray, 

The  balsa  raft  sailed  on  and  on, 
A-bobbing,  night  and  day. 

Upon  the  raft  there  lived  six  men; 

One  Swedish,  five  Norwegian, 

A  parrot  and  small  tame  crab, 

Made  up  the  floating  legion ! 

Thor  Heyerdahl  of  Norway,  now 
Is  tugging  at  the  oar; 

Twas  he  who  said,  "Let’s  put  to  sea 
With  balsa-logs  for  floor!” 

And  Torstein  Raaby,  gay  and  blond, 
The  wireless  is  working, 

He  taps  the  "Morse  code"  every  day, 
That  wire  now  he’s  jerking! 


Upon  the  floor  beside  him  there 
Another  operant. 

Knut  Haugland,  from  the  Norway  coast: 
There  is  no  man  who’s  greater ! 

Here’s  Bengt  Daneilsson,  on  his  back, 
Reading  a  Swedish  book; 

He  was  the  quartermaster  bold, 

The  steward  and  the  cook ! 

And  Herman,  at  the  masthead  now, 

He  keeps  a  watch  for  sharks, 

’Tis  he  who  feeds  their  hungry  pet, 

A  blue  dolphin  who  barks! 

And  lastly,  Eric  Hesselberg, 

Guitarist  of  the  crew, 

On  quiet  nights  would  sing  to  them 
Norwegian  songs  he  knew. 


This  tiny  raft,  this  matchbox  frail, 

Across  the  sea  did  run 
From  Callao  to  Raroia  Reef 
A-following  the  sun. 

Sarah  Larratt  Smith,  Lower  Fourth 


ACROSS 

I.  Gone  by  in  time 
5.  Language  of  ancient  Rome 
9.  Preposition 

11.  Song 

12.  Sky  (Fr.) 

13.  Story 

14.  1061 

16.  Discharge  of  lighting 
18.  Depot 


21.  Mercury  (abb.) 

23.  To  postpone 

24.  Yells 

27.  - Porsena 

28.  Conjunction 

29.  Girl's  name 

30.  Writing  instrument 

31.  - and  daub  (building  material) 

32.  Down  (opp. ) 


33.  Sur  (Eng.) 

34.  Confide 

35.  Burn  Partially 

37.  Oriental  Country 
39.  Card  game 

41.  Thread 

44.  Bird's  dwelling 

45.  Herb 

46.  You  (Latin;  acc.  sing.) 

47.  Small  green  vegetable 

DOWN 

1.  Strike  lightly 

2.  Nomad 

3.  Place  for  storing  grain 

4.  Chinese  weight 

5.  Lowest  common  multiple 

6.  Troubles  (verb) 

7.  Written  word 

8.  Poem  by  Homer 
10.  English  poet 

15.  City  in  northern  Italy 
17.  Our  school 

19.  Important  to  every  teenager 

20.  Rowing  implement 
22.  Enemies  of  Romans 

24.  Past  participle  of  "sow" 

25.  Boxing 

26.  Encounter 

30.  A  playful  sprite 

33.  Mineral  deposits 

34.  Ovae 

36.  Length  x  width 

38.  Consumed 

42.  Preposition 

43.  Musical  note 


Answers  on  page  40 

Cathy  Jarvis,  Middle  Fifth 
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OVER  THE  HILLS  AND  FAR  AWAY 


Being  sixteen  and  at  what  most  people  would  consider  the  beginning  of  life,  I  suppose 
1  should  be  looking  eagerly  ahead  to  the  fascinating  and  rewarding  world  of  the  adult. 
All  my  hie  I  have  known  that  at  some  point  or  another,  I  should  become  one  of  those 
superior  beings,  and  that  indeed,  all  the  oatmeal  1  ate,  the  timestables  I  memorized  and 
the  manners  I  perfected,  were  in  preparation  for  this  period  prophesied  by  nature,  parents 
and  teachers,  but  rarely  by  me! 

Frankly,  it  is  a  little  frightening  to  realize  so  suddenly  that  your  childhood  is  fast 
slipping  behind  you,  and  that  within  a  few  years,  you  will  have  renounced  anything  and 
everything  to  do  with  it.  What  once  seemed  so  distant  and  not  to  be  thought  about  is 
suddenly  upon  you,  and  it  is  no  longer  possible  to  go  on  having  the  secure  feeling  that  it 
will  be  years  yet  before  you  will  incorporate  the  words  "responsibility”  and  "future”  into 
your  everyday  vocabulary.  Whereas  once  life  was  a  series  of  instructions  to  be  followed 
carefully  for  a  reward,  suddenly  nobody  is  giving  them  anymore:  "You're  on  your  own,” 
they  say.  "Your  life  is  yours  to  make  of  it  what  you  wish.”  And  you  turn  large  uncom¬ 
prehending  eyes  upon  them,  but  the  door  is  suddenly  closed;  they  are  gone,  and  you  are 
forced  to  sit  down  alone,  and  think  ...  It  is  the  beginning,  I  suppose,  of  the  transition 
every  human  being  must  make  from  childhood  to  adulthood. 

It  is  a  startling  revelation  to  find  that  you  are  no  longer  working  to  gratify  the  grown¬ 
ups  in  your  life,  but  trying  instead,  to  make  yourself  a  better  person — of  your  own  free 
will !  I  ask  myself  sometimes  why  I  ever  tried  to  please  those  parents  and  teachers.  In 
the  end,  it  turns  out  that  it  was  all  for  my  own  good,  and  not  for  their  admiration,  that 
I  struggled  so  hard  over  the  telling  of  time,  or  the  baking  of  a  first  cake.  Perhaps  it  was 
because  those  adults  were  so  admirable  and  commanded  such  respect.  After  all,  they 
could  tie  nice  bows  that  stayed  on  your  shoes  for  you,  and  somehow,  they  always  managed 
to  make  their  G’s  straight!  At  any  rate,  all  this  is  finally  made  known:  I  will  be  looked 
up  to  in  the  same  way  myself,  someday. 

I  find  there  is  a  definite  nostalgia  to  making  the  cross  into  the  world  of  the  adult. 
When  I  hear  a  nursery  rhyme  I  used  to  like  as  a  child,  or  look  thoughtfully  at  the  stair¬ 
case  I  have  walked  up>  and  down  almost  everyday  of  my  life,  or  contemplate  the  friend¬ 
liness  and  familiarity  of  the  small  bedroom  I  have  slept  in,  studied  in,  cried  in,  thought 
and  understood  in,  it  makes  me  very  sad  to  think  that  soon  it  will  all  be  behind  me. 
Perhaps,  after  a  few  years  it  will  have  become  as  a  closed  period  of  my  life,  of  which 
I  will  rarely  think  except  when  reminded  of  it  by  a  certain  scene,  a  colour,  a  fragrance. 
And  then  it  will  all  come  rushing  back  to  me:  I  am  grateful  that  it  will  be  a  happy 
memory. 

Sometimes  I  regret  that  already  I  have  lost  any  desire  to  giggle  uncontrollably  in  a 
secret  place  with  a  best  friend.  In  a  way  I  am  sorry  I  no  longer  have  a  feeling  for  such 
things,  because  they  were  such  fun,  once,  but  at  the  same  time  I  fully  realize  how 
ridiculous  I  would  seem  if  I  did. 

Perhaps  people  will  think  me  silly  for  looking  backwards,  when  there  is  such  a  new 
world  just  opening  to  me,  filled  with  bigger  and  better  things.  Actually,  most  of  the  time 
I  am  in  agreement  with  them:  naturally  I  am  excited  about  my  future;  it  is  a  serious 
thing,  and  my  head  is  full  of  determination  and  hope  for  it.  But  on  occasion  I  realize 
that  I  am  losing  the  simplicity  of  childhood,  the  wide-eyed  curiosity,  the  innocence,  and 
the  carefreeness  that  it  entails."  If  only  men  could  combine  tuem  with  maturity  and 
experience,  I  think  the  world  would  be  a  happier  place.  But  then,  it  is  difficult  to  do. 
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The  years  ahead  of  any  young  person  are  filled  with  dreams.  Now,  when  you  look 
upwards,  there  are  no  more  adults  to  be  seen:  you  have  grown  past  them.  There  is  only 
air — a  great  mass  of  it,  above  your  head — waiting  for  you  to  fill  it  with  beauty,  books  and 
ideas,  work,  children,  and  love.  I  am  eager  for  all  of  it,  we  all  are,  and  yet  .  .  . 

I  no  longer  think  in  terms  of  "over  the  hills  and  far  away  " — life  is  short,  time 
passes  quickly;  all  things  come  sooner  or  later;  this  I  have  learned.  The  foot  of  the  hill 
has  been  reached;  it  is  a  steep  climb  to  the  top,  but  when  you  reach  it,  it  is  fairly  flat  the 
rest  of  the  way,  depending  on  your  country,  and  the  strength  of  your  body. 

Caroline  Henwood,  Upper  Fifth 

THE  TEACHER'S  FAVOURITE  PHRASE 

The  teacher’s  favourite  phrase,  I  fear 
Is — "Oh,  you  have  a  return,  my  dear’’ 

And  while  my  paper’s  being  read, 

I  sit  there  wishing  I  were  dead ! 

And  just  when  I’ve  regained  my  poise — 

I  get  a  detention  for  too  much  noise ! 

Pegi  Bates,  Lower  Fifth 


L  X_  Dio'NT  kimgjO  Rcjl-6.  to 

XWE/W  ri6hTS  EsOCiK  vaJ  avTD  S-  -• 

Cartoon  Contest 
Martha  Trower,  Upper  Five 
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HALLOWE'EN 


Ghosts,  witches,  black  cats,  and  goblins, 
All  out  on  Hallowe’en; 

Children  all  in  costumes, 

There  goes  a  queen. 

Owls  hoot,  goblins  squeal, 

You  hear  the  witches’  laughter  peal. 
Pumpkins  in  the  window  wide, 

Grin  at  all  this  merry  tide. 

Penny  Smith,  Lower  Third 
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JACK  FROST 


Mr.  Jack  Frost  is  a  gay  little  thing, 
Hopping  from  door  to  door, 

Drawing  on  windows 
For  winter  to  come 

Freezing  the  air  with  his  magic  thumb. 

Beth  Lewis,  Lower  Third 
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Jennifer  Colby 

Upper  Third 


First  Row:  Katie  Willis  O’Connor,  Jennifer  Goddard,  Peggy  Hallward,  Carrie  McDougall,  Jessie  Durnford, 
Katherine  Munro,  Sally  Howell,  Donna  Demers.  Second  Row:  Angela  Mackenzie,  Connie  Everson,  Anne  Hale, 
Wendy  Benson,  Louise  Keefer,  Christine  Sazie,  Sarah  Scott,  Sally  Graham,  Alex  Craig,  Molly  Doheny,  Sally 
Clapham.  Third  Row:  Anne  Mactavish,  Debbie  Kraus,  Deirdre  Demers,  Beth  Fisher,  Christine  McKinnon, 
Elizabeth  Reade,  Jennifer  LeBrooy,  Mary  Thornton,  Lucy  Fontein,  Mary  Boswell,  Linda  Pacun.  Fourth  Row:  Gill 
Stikeman,  Peggy  Hampson,  Cynthia  Stauble,  Jane  Bourke,  Catherine  McKinnon,  Janet  Saunderson,  Meredith 
Kerrigan,  Linda  Sutherland,  Carol  Beardmore,  Wendy  Cryer,  Robin  Curry.  Fifth  Row.  Alison  Galt,  Elizabeth 
McMaster,  Daphne  MacKenzie,  Monica  Heller,  Sally  Svenningson,  Debbie  Savage,  Christie  McLeod,  Sandy 
McDougall,  fvelyn  Durnford,  Susan  Johnson.  Sixth  Row:  Maggie  Willis  O'Connor,  Frances  Fyles,  Penny  Rankin, 
Amanda  Fisher,  Diana  Shearwood,  Susie  Oates,  Ginny  Dixon,  Lucy  Kerrigan,  Margot  Louis,  Edwina  Adair. 
Seventh  Row:  Debbie  Matheson,  Jill  McMaster,  Susan  Nelson,  Elizabeth  Slaughter,  Margot  Svenningson, 
Andrea  Wexler,  Anne  Nercessian,  Jill  Campbell,  Tara  Shaugnessy,  Diana  Mackenzie.  Absent:  Elizabeth  Aimers, 
Judy  Elder,  Paddy  MacKenzie,  Cynthia  Reid,  Martha  Turner,  Jane  Yuile. 


ME 

I  am  a  crocodile, 

I  live  in  the  Nile, 

My  smile  is  very  cute  and  funny — 
But  not  to  the  people  in  my  tummy. 

Susan  Nelson,  Upper  A 


THEODORE  THE  TURTLE 

One  morning,  Theodore  Turtle  was  getting  ready  to  go  downtown.  Although  the  sun 
was  shining  brightly,  Theodore  thought  he  should  wear  his  rubbers,  just  in  case  of  rain. 
Theodore  kept  his  rubbers  in  the  middle  of  the  attic  floor  when  he  wasn't  wearing  them. 
As  he  scooped  up  the  rubbers,  one  of  them  fell  back  to  the  floor.  But  Theodore  didn't 
pay  any  attention  to  that.  He  came  downstairs  again  and  sat  down  on  the  bottom  step  to 
put  on  his  rubbers.  He  put  a  rubber  on  his  right  front  foot.  He  put  a  rubber  on  his  left 
front  foot.  He  put  a  rubber  on  his  left  hind  foot.  "Now,  where  can  my  other  rubber  be?" 
said  Theodore  Turtle  to  himself.  "I  can’t  go  downtown  with  just  three  rubbers  on.  I 
would  look  silly.  What  would  my  neighbors  say?"  Theodore  tried  to  decide  where  to 
look  for  his  other  rubber.  He  thought  for  such  a  long  time  that  his  feet  began  to  get 
hot  and  he  had  to  take  his  dibbers  off  again.  He  put  them  in  a  neat  little  pile  in  a  corner 
of  the  hall,  right  at  the  foot  of  the  stairs.  Theodore  was  awfully  tired  so  he  sat  down 
and  had  a  rest.  While  he  was  resting  he  had  a  dream.  It  told  him  where  his  other  rubber 
was.  He  woke  up  soon  after  the  dream  and  went  to  get  it.  It  was  in  the  attic.  He  got  it  on 
and  went  downtown. 

Lucv  Kerrigan,  Upper  A 
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JIMMY  THE  CAR 


Jimmy  was  a  Mini-Minor.  Jimmy  was  hungry,  lie  wanted  some  gas.  One  day  a  man 
came  to  take  him  home.  On  the  way  he  stopped  wdth  a  jerk.  The  man  didn’t  know'  what 
was  wrong  with  him  so  they  went  to  the  gas  station.  The  man  said,  "why  did  you  honk 
the  horn?” 

”1  didn’t.” 

"Yes  you  did.” 

"No  I  didn’t.” 

"Oh,  let’s  stop  fighting.” 

"Well  I  didn't  honk  the  horn.” 

"Honk,  honk,  honk.” 

"For  the  fourth  time  stop  honking  the  horn.” 

And  the  car  started  to  go.  The  man  went  home  and  phoned  the  police.  On  the  radio 
it  said, '"A  red  car  is  lost  with  no  driver."  Meanwhile  Jimmy  was  exploring  the  city.  He 
saw'  stores  and  stores  and  he  didn’t  know  what  they  were.  Then  he  saw'  a  funny  looking 
thing.  It  was  a  bus.  Then  he  saw'  his  master  so  he  went  through  a  red  light  and  the 
police  car  w'ent  after  him  .  Soon  he  got  tired  but  he  kept  going.  Poor  Jimmy  got  so  tired 
that  he  dropped  .  Soon  the  police  caught  up  and  so  they  took  him  home  and  there  he 
stayed  all  his  life  and  did  all  the  things  his  master  told  him  to  do. 

Jill  Campbell,  Loiver  A 


JOHN'S  TRAVELS 

John,  he  was  a  little  boy 

Who  loved  to  play  with  one  big  toy; 

This  one  big  toy  w'as  a  rocking  horse 
Which  he  rode  to  distant  lands,  of  course. 
He  went  to  France  and  he  went  to  Spain 
And  he  travelled  across  the  raging  main. 
He  went  to  India  and  to  Hong  Kong 
And  that  is  the  end  of  the  travels  of  John. 

Ji  dv  Elder,  Lower  A 


SNOW 

The  snow  falls  down  in  fluffy  flakes 
And  looks  a  bit  like  sugar  cakes. 

But  if  you  taste  it  you’ll  agree 
It  tastes  a  bit  like  ice  cold  tea. 

I  put  a  little  in  a  cup 

And  w'ith  some  w'ater  filled  it  up. 

But  when  I  drank  it,  I’ll  agree 
It  doesn’t  taste  a  bit  like  tea. 

Debbie  Matheson,  Upper  A 


42 


THE  ZOO 


Once  upon  a  time  when  I  went  to  the  zoo  with  my  father,  I  saw  a  tiger  and  a  hippo¬ 
potamus.  Afterwards  I  went  to  see  it  again,  but  it  was  gone!  All  the  zoo  men  were 
looking  for  it.  Then  I  heard  'gerrrr'  and  there  was  the  hippopotamus.  Two  of  the  zoo 
men  went  into  a  little  house  and  got  a  net.  They  put  it  over  the  hippopotamus.  Then 
four  of  them  pushed  it  into  its  cage.  Then  I  was  so  happy  that  I  kissed  my  daddy.  After¬ 
wards  I  went  to  the  restaurant  to  have  an  ice  cream. 


SNOWDROP 

Snowdrop,  Snowdrop  where  are  you? 
Snowdrop,  Snowdrop,  where  shall  I  look 
for  you? 

In  the  valley  swaying  back  and  forth, 

On  the  hilltops  up  above, 

I'll  find  you,  oh  yes,  I  will, 

Up  above  or  down  below 
Dancing  on  a  lonely  hill, 

Where  Snowdrops  always  grow. 

Andrea  Wexler,  Upper  A 


Robin  Curry,  Upper  B 

FLOWERS 

Flowers  in  May 
Are  so  gay, 

Flowers  in  June 
Sing  to  a  tune, 

Flowers  in  July 
Are  very  high, 

Flowers  in  August 
Are  covered  in  dust. 

Susan  Nelson,  Upper  A 


THE  CROCUS  AND  THE  SNOWDROP 


There  was  a  little  crocus 
Growing  all  forlorn; 

It  was  very  tiny 
When  it  was  born. 

They  met  on 
Of  a  new  sp 
And  danced 
In  the  green 


There  was  a  little  snowdrop 
All  pearly  white 
That  crept  up  on  the  crocus 
In  the  middle  of  the  night. 

the  morning 
ring  day, 
n  the  dewdrops 
light  of  May. 


Frances  Fyles,  Upper  A 
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PRESIDENT'S  REPORT 

As  your  S.O.G.A.  Committee  winds  up  another  year  we  find  to  our  pleasure  that  it  has 
been  completely  happy  and  successful.  Happy  and  successful  by  our  yardstick  that  is; 
which  is  to  spend  the  year  endeavouring  to  keep  the  O.G.’s  interested  and  informed  on 
School  doings,  support  the  School  itself  and  help  to  promote  good  public  relations. 

To  open  with  our  successes.  Miss  Lamont’s  delightful  lecture  "Old  Montreal"  which 
she  gave  for  us  last  winter  was  printed  in  booklet  form.  Harriett  did  an  elegant  little 
line  drawing  for  the  cover  and  we  chose  a  mailable  size  hoping  that  it  would  prove  an 
unusual  Christmas  present  for  the  discriminating  few.  To  our  surprise  and  delight  the 
discriminating  turned  out  to  be  many  and  generous  and  we  cleared  $1 50.00  towards  our 
buildinu  fund  donation. 

O 

We  can  fairly  claim  as  a  success  the  part  that  we  played  in  Miss  Scath’s  exhibition  in 
the  Museum.  The  triumph  of  recognition  was  hers  and  the  joy  of  helping  her  to  realize 
it  and  doing  all  the  behind  the  scenes  jobs  belongs  to  two  of  our  members.  The  Exhibition 
ran  for  two  weeks  in  October  and  all  of  us  who  saw  it  were  grateful  anew  for  her  45 
years  of  dedicated  and  brilliant  teaching  at  the  Study.  We  were  jubilant  for  her  at  the 
number  of  pictures  sold,  having  first  of  all  bought  one  ourselves.  Now  that  our  gaily 
planned  Retrospective  Exhibition  and  Party  in  the  School  has  been  postponed  we  urge 
you  not  to  mislay  your  piggy  bank  or  rich  uncle  until  you  are  able  to  look  upon  our  art 
treasure  with  "wild  surmise  and  greedy  eyes!  !’’ 

We  sent  out  nearly  600  News  Bulletins — whew ! — and  bless  all  those  who  told  us 
that  they  had  enjoyed  it. 

February  21st  was  the  S.O.G.A.’s  happiest  day.  An  old  girl,  Janet  Hutchison, 
generously  gave  us  a  talk  and  slides  on  her  recent  Egyptian  trip.  It’s  catchy  title  "Dis¬ 
appearing  Antiquities  of  the  Upper  Nile"  certainly  was,  for  we  caught  more  people 
than  ever  before,  all  of  whom  seemed  properly  appreciative  of  the  first  class  show.  Over 
Meg  Gordon’s  epicurean  tea  we  agreed  to  try  to  find  at  least  one  similar  calibre  speaker 
for  next  year. 

Our  wonderful  Turnabout  Shop  must  be  kept  more  to  the  fore  in  our  thinking.  We 
feel  too  many  of  us  take  it  for  granted.  The  Shop  fills  a  great  community  need  and  can 
be  a  source  of  perpetual  revenue  for  School  projects — if  we  do  all  we  can  for  it.  Please 
read  Aileen  White’s  report  carefully  and  with  as  much  pride  as  we  have. 

Our  Ethel  Seath  picture  and  Campaign  donation  took  care  of  our  surplus  money. 
Ten  breezy  meetings  coped  with  all  our  machinations. 

Now  we  would  like  to  end  with  a  word  to  the  Girls,  for  it  is  your  magazine  and  we 
are  grateful  for  being  given  this  space.  One  day  you  will  be  that  mysterious  and  rather 
hilarious  (at  our  meetings)  thing  "an  Old  Girl”.  Please  have  as  much  fun  as  we  do,  be  as 
loyal  and  proud  of  our  School  (not  hard)  as  we  are;  for  you  and  our  splendid  staff 
have  made  The  Study  what  it  is  and  so,  with  open  arms  we  welcome  all  the  6th  Form 
as  New  Old  Girls!  Betty  Cape. 


THE  STUDY  OLD  GIRLS'  NEWS 

Dorothy  Benson  has  added  to  her  distinction  in  photography  by  having  two  slides 
and  a  print  accepted  for  the  permanent  collection  of  the  National  Museum. 

Jackie  Evans  has  won  the  Gold  Mitre  award  at  Bishop’s  University. 

Last  year’s  Bachelors  of  Arts  included  Anne  Hale,  Christine  Bone  and  Marilyn 
Maughan  from  McGill  University:  Elspeth  McGreevy  and  Veronica  Butler  from  Mount 
Allison  University;  Sonia  Stairs  from  the  University  of  British  Columbia,  and  Jane 
MacFarlane  from  Middlebury  University. 

Elspeth  McGreevy  has  been  appointed  to  the  staff  of  The  Study. 

Members  of  last  year’s  Sixth  Form  who  are  now  studying  at  McGill  include  Lindsay 
Scott,  Lorna  Birks,  Gail  Corned,  Sarah  Farrell,  Mary  Hawken  and  Karen  Keator.  Mary 
MacFarlane  is  studying  at  Connecticut  College,  Jean  Finnie  at  Sir  George  Williams 
University  and  Joan  Thornton  at  the  Montreal  Museum  of  Fine  Arts. 
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TURNABOUT  SHOP,  INC. 
1962  - 1963 


Mrs.  G.  L.  W.  White . President 

Mrs.  G.  T.  Trower . Vice-President 

Mrs.  L.  H.  Packard . Secretary 

Miss  Miriam  Tees . Treasurer 


J.  H.  Burtch . 

T.  B.  Shaughnessy 

J.  M.  Esdaile . 

W.  K.  G.  Savage. 
J .  B.  Porteous .... 
W.  K..  Davidson.  . 
A.  H.  Holden .... 

C.  D.  French . 

W.  P.  Gould . 

D.  B.  S.  Mackenzie 

S.  F.  Fgar . 


DIRECTORS 


Chairman,  Volunteers 
Chairman,  Pricers 
Chairman,  Display 
Chairman,  Publicity 
Chairman,  Storage 
Asst.  Chairman,  Volunteers 
Asst.  Chairman,  Pricers 
Asst.  Chairman,  Display 
A  r  st.  Chairman,  Publicity 
Asst.  Treasurer 
Corr.  Secretary 


The  Turnabout  Shop  is  once  again  completing  another  successful  year,  saddened 
however,  in  these  last  days,  by  the  death  of  Miss  Seath,  who  has  for  so  long  meant  so 
very  much  to  all  of  us  connected  with  The  Study. 

The  connection  between  the  School  and  the  Shop  continues  to  be  close.  We  had 
another  Turnabout  exhibit  at  the  last  School  bazaar,  and  Study  parents  and  Old  Girls 
continue  to  give  their  valuable  help  to  the  Shop  by  donating  clothes  and  by  working 
as  volunteers.  The  School  assists  us  also  by  sending  out  notices  to  the  parents  for  us, 
twice  a  year.  The  last  set  of  beautifully  printed  notices  was  a  donation  to  the  Shop  from 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  W.  K.  G.  Savage.  An  attractive  poster  for  display  on  Parents’  Night  was  _ 
also  made  for  us  recently  by  Feslie  Gould. 

Two  very  delightful  backdrops  for  our  windows  were  made  for  us  through  the  kindness 
of  Mr.  Wm.  Fester,  father  of. Mrs.  C.  D.  French. 

We  are  happy  to  have  the  prospect  of  a  Study  girl,  Diane  Hodgson,  working  as  an 
assistant  to  Miss  Tapner  in  the  shop  this  summer. 

The  Shop  will  be  closed,  as  it  was  last  summer,  for  the  month  of  July,  when  the 
inside  of  the  Shop  is  going  to  be  painted  by  our  landlord,  as  we  have  just  signed  another 
lease  for  two  years.  He  is  also  going  to  repaint  the  outside,  and  clean  the  large  skylight, 
as  soon  as  weather  permits,  this  Spring. 

Business  is  beginning  to  boom  again,  as  the  weather  grows  warm.  Many  new  suppliers 
are  bringing  in  clothes.  We  are  having  to  request  people,  this  year,  not  to  bring  party 
dresses  for  teenagers,  or  too  many  cocktail  and  short  evening  dresses  in  the  eery  small 
sizes,  as,  attractive  though  they  may  look,  we  find  most  of  the  demand  in  the  Shop  is  for 
the  larger  sizes. 

School  tunics  and  blazers,  trench  coats  and  rain  coats,  may  be  brought  in  at  any  time, 
and  winter  clothes  will  be  accepted  again  at  the  end  of  the  School  holidays. 

Clothes  lor  small  children  are  always  in  great  demand,  and  we  never  have  enough  of 
them. 

Last  May  everyone  connected  with  the  Turnabout  Shop  was  very  pleased  that  we  were 
able  to  give  S6,000.00  to  the  Special  Pension  Fund.  Business  has  been  good  again  this 
year,  in  spite  of  a  more  than  usually  dull  period  after  Christmas,  and  we  hope  to  be  able 
to  repeat  this  success. 

We  have  had  one  addition  to  the  paid  staff  this  year.  Mrs.  A.' Grant,  known  to  Miss 
Tapner  formerly  through  being  a  volunteer  worker  at  the  M.G.H.,  comes  two  afternoons 
a  week,  in  our  busy  months,  to  help  with  the  books,  freeing  Miss  Tapner  for  her  work  as 
Shop  Manager,  and  costing  the  Shop  very  little  more  than  was  formerly  paid  to  our 
manager  for  overtime. 
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We  have  also  acquired  a  very  charming  and  capable  assistant  to  our  Hon.  Secretary, 
in  the  person  of  an  Old  Girl,  Miss  Nora  Walters,  who  very  kindly  volunteered  this  year 
to  type  our  Minutes  for  us.  We  are  very  grateful. 

Directors  resigning  this  Spring  are: 

Mrs.  Barry  Porteous,  Mrs.  J.  M.  Esdaile,  and  Mrs.  G.  L.  White.  Mrs.  Porteous  has 
served  the  Shop  for  many  years  as  a  volunteer,  and  for  two  years  as  a  director.  I  am  glad 
to  say  that  we  are  not  losing  her  as  a  volunteer.  With  Mrs.  Esdaile  our  association, 
unfortunately,  has  not  been  long,  but  in  her  two  years  as  a  director  and  as  Display  Chair¬ 
man  she  has  so  impressed  us  all  with  her  qualities  that  we  regard  her  as  unique  and 
irreplaceable.  Mrs.  White  is  completing  eight  years  as  a  volunteer,  and  five  years  as  a 
director. 

With  all  our  thanks  to  the  staff,  volunteers,  and  kind  friends  who  have  helped  us  in 
so  many  ways,  on  behalf  of  the  Directors  of  the  Turnabout  Shop. 

Aileen  White 


VOLUNTEERS  1962  -  63 

Mrs.  R.  Adair,  Mrs.  J.  F.  B.  Amsden,  Mrs.  K.  M.  Berlyn,  Mrs.  J.  E.  Birks,  Mrs.  R.  S. 

Birks,  Mrs.  J.  D.  Carling,  Mrs.  Q.  L.  Carlson,  Mrs.  L.  C.  Carroll,  Mrs.  F.  E.  Case, 

Mrs.  E.  E.  Christmas,  Mrs.  A.  M.  Cloutier,  Mrs.  R.  J.  Collyer,  Mrs.  M.  Curry,  Mrs. 

J.  C.  Cushing,  Mrs.  M.  L.  de  Martigny,  Mrs.  A.  C.  de  Pass,  Mrs.  F.  W.  Fairman,  Mrs. 

M.  H.  Gault,  Mrs.  A.  Gilday-,  Mrs.  W.  P.  Gould,  Mrs.  J.  P.  Graham,  Mrs.  F.  E. 

Griffin,  Mrs.  L.  Hampson,  Mrs.  M.  Hannaford,  Mrs.  A.  Johnson,  Mrs.  H.  H.  Johnston, 

Mrs.  T.  B.  King,  Mrs.  S.  I.  Lyman,  Mrs.  K.  T.  Macfarlane,  Mrs.  A.  S.  MacTavish,  Mrs. 

N.  H.  Manning,  Mrs.  A.  D.  McCall,  Mrs.  T.  R.  Nelson,  Mrs.  H.  Nercessian,  Mrs. 

H.  J.  R.  Newman.  Mrs.  J.  Pepall,  Mrs.  J.  M.  Savage,  Mrs.  R.  C.  Scrivener,  Mrs.  D.  H. 

Starkey,  Mrs.  W.  T.  Stewart,  Mrs.  J.  Tennant,  Mrs.  A.  G.  Thorn,  Mrs.  C.  R.  Watt, 

Mrs.  R.  Willis-O’Connor,  Mrs.  T.  Wohl,  Mrs.  A.  M.  Wright. 

MARRIAGES 

Prudence  Elizabeth  Reward  to  Peter  Morgan 

Mary  Lynda  Melling  to  Roger  Daigneault 

Ann  Dalton  Van  Alstyne  to  Donald  McLeod  Frothingham 

Gael  Pootmans  to  Pierre  Picard 

Angela  Lowery  Richardson  to  Michael  O'Laughlin  Burpee 
Felicity  Christian  Ballantyne  to  Charles  Guy  Rodney  Leach 
Florence  Elizabeth  Hague  to  John  Arnold  Lewis 
Susan  Jennifer  Blaylock  to  John  Brinkman 

Mary  Elizabeth  Louson  to  Dr.  Richard  George  Crompton  Anderson 
Lynne  Elizabeth  Parish  to  John  Lerne  Lyon 
Kathleen  Root  to  Hugh  Saunderson 

BIRTHS 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  William  Berghuis  (Faith  Heward)  a  daughter 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Geoffry  Russell  Williams  (Mary  McEachran)  a  daughter 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  D.  T.  Bourke  (Sheila  Ramsay)  a  daughter 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  J.  D.  E.  Roche  (Marjorie  Root)  a  son 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Lloyd  Wornell  (Judith  Thomas)  a  son 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  John  Brazeau  (Jane  Cushing)  a  daughter 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Philip  Aspinall  (Eve  Marler)  a  son 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Carl  MacCallum  (Judith  McGreevy)  a  son 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Bart  MacDougall  (Janet  Martin)  a  son 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Eugene  Charles  Pierce  (Sally  Bradeen)  a  son 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Herbert  Barton  Jones  (Gail  Palmer)  a  son 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  John  Evans  (  Judith  Darling)  a  daughter 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Peter  Sinclair  (Alexandra  Weil)  twins,  a  son  and  a  daughter 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Allan  Frosst  ( Wilsie  Baxter)  a  daughter 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  James  Ashfield  (Hana  Schneider)  a  son 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Alastair  Sinclair  (Daphne  Wright)  a  son 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  John  D.  Cowans  (Marguerite  L’Anglais)  a  son 
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3)it  Jttemortam 


Ethel  Seath  died  on  April  10th,  1963,  after  a  life-time  dedicated  to  her  chosen  pro¬ 
fession.  One  of  Canada’s  finest  painters,  Miss  Seath  devoted  herself  to  teaching  and  was 
never  interested  in  personal  fame  or  recognition.  In  spite  of  herself,  and  of  these  wonder¬ 
ful  qualities  of  humility  and  selflessness,  she  has  left  behind  her  a  treasury  of  paintings 
which  are  a  lasting  memorial  to  her  life  as  an  artist. 

Miss  Seath  had  two  families;  her  own  small  circle  of  intimate  relatives,  and  her  wide¬ 
spread  and  beloved  family  of  Study  girls,  their  daughters  and  grand-daughters.  Her 
gentle  influence  on  hundreds  of  lives  reflected  in  the  devotion  of  her  "Study  family”  is 
perhaps  her  greatest  memorial  of  all. 


H.  L.  S. 


